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PREFACE 


I ſeems when a Thing 
of this Nature appears 
without a Dedication, 
a Preface is a Piece of 
Formality not to be diſpens d with; 
and now, according to the Cuſtom 
of Authors, I ſhou'd ſay ſome ve- 

ry fine Things in my own Praiſe 
to no Purpoſe, and extol my own 
Candor for being ſo ingenuous to 
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The Preſace. 
confeſs what I've ſtole, becauſe I 


can't conceal it; but at the lame 


time [ ſhould 1 how much 
it has been mended by its Englifh 
Dreſs. But J think fit to inform the 
Reader, that I'm but newly com- 
menc'd Author, and have not ga- 
ther'd all my Aſſurance into my 


Countenance; therefore I ſhan t be- 


lye my Conſcience, for I'm far from 
thinking that any thing of Mo- 


liere's can receive an Amendment- 


from ſuch a Hand as mine. The 
Incident of the Picture in the 
Third Act, ſomething in the Fourth, 
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and one Hint in the laſt Act, are 1 


taken from the Cocu Imaginiare ; 
the reſt I'm forc'd to ſubſcribe to 
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The Preface. 
my ſelf, for I can lay it to no Bo- 
dy elſe. But ſure never did a Cuck- 
old of Molieres run ſuch Hazard; 
on Wedneſday the Sixtcenth, his 
Conſtitution was to be examin'd 
by the Stage Phylicians, and tis 
odds that in a Crowd there are 
ſome Quacks, and I believe every 
Body will own that one Quack 
kills more than a hundred Phyſi- 
cians cure. From theſe Quacks he 
receiv'd ſuch a ſtrong Dole of Poi- 
ſon that had like to have coſt him 
his Life; this Dole is not given ei- 
ther in a Bolus, a Potion, or Pills; 
no, it is adminiſter'd in a more ſub- 
til manner, the Quack makes as 
ugly a Face as he can, grinds to- 


gether 


The 0 


gether his Teeth, and then emits a 
Sound very like that of a Stone- 
Cutter's Saw, which never fails of 


ſetting a Poet's Teeth an Edge. 
The Enemy triumph'd, and gave 


out that he vas dead, and inſinua- 
ted to certain Ladies, that he ex- 
pir'd of ſuch a filthy obſcene Dit- 
eaſe, that the Sight of him was im- 
modeſt to chaſte Eyes; but, con- 


trary to their ExpeQation, on Thurſ- | 


day the Seventeenth, he was ſtrange- 
ly recover'd; on Fryday the Eigh- 
teenth, he walk'd well, ſpoke with- 
out Heſitation, look'd with a mer- 


ry Phiz, crack d Jeſts, and made 


the Standers- by laugh; ſo that now 
tis thought he may perfectly reco- 
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ver: But I'm juſt now inform'd 
that what mov d their Indignati- 
| on againſt him, was, becauſe it was. 
declar'd in the Prologue, that he 
| had nothing to do with State Af- 
fairs. 


PROLOGUE 


— E injur d Muſes, who with ſavage Rage 
" Of late have often been expell d a Tyrant Stage, 
Here fly for Refuge ; where, ſecure from Harms, 
By you protected ſhall diſplay their Charms. + 
Our firſt Efforts, tho weak, obtain d your Smile; 
Your Looks were gay as our Theatrick Pile: 
Pardon the Poet as you've done the Play r, 
And let us equally your Favsur ſhare. 
To you, fair Gueſts, it is we ought to bow; 
How can we fail, if but inſpir d by you? 
You give the Player Art, the Poet Fire, 
And your Encouragement will both inſpire; 
If you but ſmile no Critick dares appear, 
And to pleaſe you has been our Author's Care. 
No Feft profane the guilty Scene deforms, 
That imm pious way of being dull he ſcorns; 
No Party Cant ſhali here inflame the Mind, 
And poiſon what for Pleaſure was aeſign'd. 
With Plot, and ſomething elſe that aims at Wit, 
To pleaſe. not to enflame you. this was writ. 
With your all. cheering Smiles protect the Boy, 
Let no rough Blaſt: his firſt Eſſay deſtroy; 
Look on his Errors with an Eye of Grace, : 


Let gay good Humour ſmile in ev'ry Face, 
And Foyfull Plaudits eccho round the Place. 


; EPI- 


EPILOGUE. 


H OLD, Gentlemen — Before you leave the Place, 
Til make a Motion in our Authors Caſe : 
Me has he nam'd to Night to plead his Cauſe, 
I am his Council learned in the Laws, 
A Female Tongue, he ſays, by conſtant Uſe, 
In a bad Cauſe can make the beſt Excuſe. 
Then know, my Client ſwears be ne er before 
Appear d upon the Stage, until this Hour. 
Ne er did he ſin in Proſe before this Time, 
Or murther'd Senſe to make a wretched Rhime: 
If now he has err d againſt the Rule of Senſe, 
Conſider that it is his firſt Offence. 
For our Sales allow him ſome Applauſe, 
Let us not ſuffer in his rotten Cauſe: 
If him you damn "tis us that you abuſe ; 
His Fame is ſafe for he has none to loſe. 
But if in Spight of all my Elequenco, 
Ton re fix d to puniſh his Impertinence, 
Let me direft-———T ll put you in a Way 
To. plague the Author, and yet ſave the Play: 
The Bait's already laid; come, draw him in, pts 
Encourage the young Seribler in his Sin, ores 8 
And then hell play the Fool, and write again. 


Dra- 


D ramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Morecraft, Father to Leonora. Mr. Bullock, Sen; 
Sterling, Morecraft's Friend, an old 5 1 
Uſurer. My . Griffin, 
Octavio, 4 Gentleman in Love with PET 
Leonora. + Mr. Leigh. 


Sir Anthony Thigwit, 4 Citizen. Mr. Pack. 
A Gentleman, Uncle to Lady Thinwit. Ar. Scolding. 
_ Criſpin, Servant to Octavio, Mx. Spillar. 


Leonora, in Love with Octavio. Ars. Croſs. 
\ Lady Thinwit, Wife to Si Anthony. Mrs. Knight, 
"Label, Servant te Lenos. "Mrs. Spillar. 
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AC TI SCENE I. 
SCENE A Chamber. 


Enter Leonora haftily, ber Handeerchief as her Eyes, More- 


craft following. 
LEONORA. 


gl Orbear to urge ſo cruel a Command 3 

— never, never can my Heart com- 
_ 

BEE Moree, Don't tell me of your Heart; 

but which in your wiſe Opinion has 

Ay moſt Right to give Lawsto your Heart, 

you or I? How came you by a Heart, 

or 4 Tongue to diſpute my Commands? Are not you my 

Subject, my Vaſſal, to diſpoſe of as I pleaſe? Nature in 

B s 
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a jolly Humour made me a Preſent of you, as a Toy, 2 
Play-game to ſport away my leifure Hours with; now 
you're grown too big for that Sport, Il relign you over 
to n th-r Owner, one that will put you upon a pleaſant- 
er Game than ever you play'd in your Life before. 

Leon. But confider. a ö 
Morec. What ſha!l 1 conſider? I have conſider'd it over 
and over again; and | tell you he is a wiſer, a wittier, 
nay, and a handſomer Man too by twenty thouſand 
Pound, than the young Coxcomb your Chaps water at. 
Leon. But coniider the Condition of my Heart, 
 Aorec. What, you' ] make me belive you're in Love, 
wou'd je? ha, ha — tha's a good Jeſt, faith, a very 
gocd Jeit—— Why, there's no ſuch thing in Nature; all 
a Chimera; the Child of Ic] neſs, meer Idleneſs; when 
that little giddy Head of yours had nothing to employ it, 
the Imagination was at work, and rais'd this Fictioh, 
ftrange and romantick, call'd Love. 
Leon. Is Love then all a Fiction? 
Morec. Yes; ſuch Love as yours is all a Fition——1I 
tell ye, all true Love has Interett for its End——-Here a 

Man ſeems violently fond of a fine Woman; for what? 
to ſatisfie an Inclination which ought not to be nam'd; 
me complies thro' Idtereſt, this is call d Love on both Sides, 
which is nothing but Trafick——in ſhorr, J don't pre- 
tend to force you to love this Man, but I'll make you 
en:rry him, DN : | 

Leon. O, flrange Commands! 

Morer. Don't begin to Mutiny But what wiſe Ob- 
jection can you make? I gueſs already whereabouts*rwill 

be Your Lover is a handſome Fellow; he has a fine 

Face, and a dclicate Shape forſooth. But will the Sight 

of his Features fill your Belly? Or can a ficie Shape get 

Bread for a Family. Tour Love can get Children per- 
haps, and mine can maintain them; yours can ſpend an E- 

itte, ind mane can get one; that's the Difference. 

Leon, But would you reconcile Antipathies, and now in 

my Blom of Lite tic me to that deform'd Plece af An- 

ne enen 
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Morec D; form'd! O there the mighty Grievance les. 
But can a Man worth fifty thouſand Pound want Charms 
to make him agreeable? I tell ye ir is Youth, Beauty, 


Wit and Courage; tis the Summum bonum ——but pray, 
Miſtreſs, why ſhould you be more nice in this Matter 


than the reſt of the World? Don't the fineſt Women in 


Town belong to the uglieſt Fellows? And many of them 
not upon ſuch honourable Terms as Matrimony neither; 
don't they ſacrifice ' Virtue, Honour, Love, Reputation, 
every thing to their Intereſt? and muſt you ſet up for a 
Pattern of Heroick-Love in ſo wiſe an Age as this? 

Leon. Well, Sir, fince it muſt be ſo, I hope you'll give 
me time at leaſt to love him the Happineſs of one's 
Life depends uf on the Temper of à Husband, and I don't 
fo much as know what Humour he may be of. 

Morec. What then? you'll have time enough to diſco- 
yer h's Humour after you're married to him; but what 
matter is it if you never know his Humour? I'm fatisfy'd 
he's very rich, and he that has ſo much Money muſt be 
an honeſt Man But let me hear no more of your E- 
vaſions - l'm juſt going for him, therefore I fay pre- 
pare to receive him with your beſt Looks. a 

| [Exit Morecraft. 
Leon. Now muſt ] be made miſerable to pleaſe his per- 


verſe Temper, 


Enter Isbel. 7 


O T5hel, come hither, aſſiſt me with your Counſel; what 

muſt I do in this unh-ppy Caſe? DE ark = 
Lö. How can a Lady's Cafe be unhappy that has Youth, 

Beauty, and a plentiful Fortune? every thing to nouriſh 


your Vanity; which is enough to make any. Woman in 


the World happy. | 

N Leon. But for accurſed Avarice, that Diſtemper of old 
8 | | 

Lb. Age has juſt the ſame Tendency to Avarice, that 


'Yourh has to Love gut what brings that Reflection 
into your Thoughts? 1 


B 2 Leon. 
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. . Leon, Know that my Father has been threat'ning to 
i 


marry me to Sterling, the old Uſurer; that degenerate Re- 

ſemblance of Man — O, Honour, where art thou fled ? 
Tis Avarice has driven thee out of the Heart of Man. 

Lö. Ha! there's ſomething more in it; what mean 

theſe Ejaculations? they muſt proceed from a Heart touched 

with ſome Paſſion; and none but Love can enter into a 

Breaſt ſo young —— I've heard ycu commend the Perſon 

and Addreſs ot a certain Gentleman——you may confide 

in me, tho' I have not been long in your Service; tis part 
7 of our Duty to bear the Burden of cur Ladies Secrets. 

p Leen. Oh! tis no Secret that I love Ofawi; he's the 

. Delight of my Eyes. and Object of my tendereſt Wiſhes; 
in him are Love, and Truth and manly Beauty join'd. 


ſeſs d? 

Leon. He does; twas he firſt introduc'd him to me, 
and commanded me to encourage his Addreſs; my docile 
| Heart too willingly obey'd —- His Perſon pleas'd my Eye, 
and from his inchanting Tongue flow'd Words more mo- 
ving than the Smiles of Infants. | 

L. Lack-a-day, I doubt here's ſad Work at the bottom. 
| [ Afſede.] But if he had your Father's Conſent, what ob- 
ſtructed your Happinels ? 

Leon. My Father on a ſudden grew cold in his Behavi- 
our towards Octavio, and at length forbid me to fee him 
more; in the mean time a Buſineſs of Importance calls 
Odtavio into the Country, and now I find my Father 

has been upon a Treaty with this Uſurer, and 'tis that ba 
induc'd him to forfeit his Word and Honour, = 

Lö. Avery Fewiſh Reaſon truly. | | 

Leon. What ſhall I do to kindle Compaſſion ina Breaſt 
poſſeſs d by Avarice, a Stranger to all ſocial Virtues? I've 
nothing to oppoſe to his Cruelty but Tears, the defence- 
leſs Arms of Innocence oppreſs'd. 

Is. Defenceleſs indeed! befides, Madam, they ſpoil the 
Complexion ; —— but you'll find twyill do you more Ser- 
vice to eroſs the old Fellow, that he mayn't fall in Lov 
too faft, | 
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Leon. I ſhall think myſelf happy, if I can but create in 
him an Averſion to my Perſon, for I reſolve to give my 
ſelf as many Airs to make him hate me, as ever vain Co- 
quet did to gain a Lover. P 

Ib. Here they come. 


Enter Morecraft and Sterling. 


\ Moree, Afide to Leor..] Here's my Friend, I met him 
juſt at che Door; now ſtand upon your Guard, and gild 
your Fice with a Smile. 

1:b. What have we here? A Mummy wrapt up in Flan- 
nel? 

Morec Come, old Boy, this is your Wite that is to be; 
here Fleſh ani{ Blood for ye, the Blood of the More- 
crafts, here's Vermillon and Roſes enough to raiſe De- 
fire in Fourſccre and ten, a better Receipt to reſtore 
Youth han Medea's Kettle. 

Sterl. Neighbour, you need not take ſuch Pains to ſet 
off vaur Ware. I ſee what the young Woman is. 

Mo ec. Attack her briskly, impudently Man; Impudence 
never fails of Succeſs with the Women, it paſſes for Wit, 
Humour, nay, and Courage too in young Fellows, and 
why not in old? 

Sterl. What 1 ſhall do, —— I ſhall do without your 
Help. 

Morec. Ha, ha, —— fay'ft thou fo, old Frugality ? od 
Im glad to hear you can do without Help, I believe you're 
grown young again; well, ſince you're ſo ſtout upon'r, I 
ſhall leave you to make the moſt of your Time, for Fa- 
thers do but ſpoil Company among young Lovers. 

Ex. Morecraft, Isbel. 

Sterl. You ſee young Lady, I come by the Encourage- 
ment of a Father, which I take to be the honeſteſt Pre- 
tence a Man can make to a Lady's Affections. 

Leon, © hideous! what a ſtrange Opinion that is, I think 
it the worſt Pretence ; — tis beginning where one 
ſhou'd end;; tis the laſt Thing to be confider d. 
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Sterl. Aſſuredly, according to all Laws, a Parent has a 
Right to diſpoſe of his Child. 

Leon. What,wou'd you confine Love to Laws? He that 
comes upon that Preſumption, and brings no Pretenſions 
of his own, is to me no beiter than a Raviſber. | 

Sterl, Aſſuredly, a Man of good Senſe, and a good E- 
Kate, can't want Pretenſions. 

Leon. O abominable! what a Mechannick Notion is that? 
Whzt-Woman of any Taſte cou'd endure an odious Crea- 
ture, that had not one good Quality to recommend him 
but good Senſe and a good Eſtate? 
| Sterl. Pray, Lady, what Qualifications wou'd you ex- 
| p ct in a Husband ? 
| Leon. A thouſand, a thouſand, Sir. I1! give you a ſhort 

Detail of em Now for the firſt Broad-tide,[ afide | — 
Why, there's the Delicateſs 4 Eſprit, the belle Air, and a 
certain eue ſcay quoy of Mien and Motion; there's ſome- 1 
thing in it {iſo clegantly genteel, ſo amorouſly aſpiring, f 


that may be better underſtood than expreſs d. | 
Sterl. I don't underſtand you, I never heard of fuch © 
ſtrange Things before. 4 
Lern. Then you mult give me leave to inſtruct you. 5 

| Sterl, Really, young Woman, I'm too old to be taught, 
| and too wiſe to ſtcop to ſuch Follies. a 
* Leon. I ſee then how it is; your Purpoſe is to engage 

my innocent unwary Heart on purpoſe to betray it, un- 


happy as I am, what has Loye brought me to! 
[Seems to weep. 


| Sterl. Poor innocent Creature, I ſee ſhe's fand of me, 

therefore I'll humour her a little. { 4ſide.] — Well, dry 

| your Eyes, dry your pretty Eyes, and I will hear what 
you have to ſay. 

Leon. Then you muſt not ſpeak to me of Love or Mar- 
riage for at leaſt ſix Morths, unleſs it be in the Language 
of your Eyes; but when the happy time of Declaration 
comes, do it with ſuch a dying Softneſs in your Eyes and 
Voice, as mæy charm my enamour d Senſes into a Belief 
of all you fay, with dear Delight I'il catch the flying Ac- 
cents from thoſe wither'd Lips, and in a kind Confulion 
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own the ſoft Anguiſh of my Soul, which Virgin Mode- 
ſty had hitherto forbid me to declare. —— | need not 
tell ye what Scenes of Happineſs mult conſequently en- 


ſue. 
Sterl, I thought it had been fairer to be downright and 


fincere. 

Leon, Sincere! O hideous ! \ cries out] — What a thing 
have you nam'd; no, no, Sir, well-bred People are never 
ſincere; *tis modifh to flatter, lye and deceive, | hate; our 
out-of-taſhion'd good Qualities, -— Sincerity's altogether 
of vulgar Extraction. 

Sterl. Look ye, young Woman, all this is wide of the 
Purpoſe. I come here to talk of the Time and Place of 
our intended Marriage, which your Father de ſices may 
be ſoon. 

Leon. There you're out agair, tis time enough to talk 
of that after a hundred Adventures ia time of Courtſhip, 
A Lover muſt make his Approaches to his Miſtreſs as 
regularly as a Gencral does againſt a fortified Town ; for 
you are to ſuppoſe that we Women are fortified with 
Pride, Di(imulation, Artifice, Cunning. and fo forth, —- 
In a word, we ſhould never think of marrying till we 
begin to hate one another, 

Sterl. How's that? Hate one another, ſay you? 

Leo. And anotber thing, I never will ſurceader, unleſs 
I'm taken in form. 

Sterl. Then I mult tell ye once for all, that the Things 
you've been ſpeaking cf, are not for a Man of my Gra- 
vity, 

Leon. You may ſee Þ Ike your Perſon by the Pains I- 
take to inſtru you to win my Heart: -——- 85, Sir, I 
think we've been long enough together for the firſt Vi- 
ft. —— 1 take my leave, and am your humble Szrvan*.- 

| „ Exit Leonora. 

Sterl, I, fakins, I don't krow what to think, ſhe ſeeins 
very wild, and that I don't like; I doubt ſhe'.] prove an 
extravagant Wite, and that 1 don't Ike; I'll go home, 
and conlider better ont before I proceed, - 
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Enter Morecraft. 


Morec. Well, my old Neffor, what and how? od, you 
look deviliſh young to Day, and deviliſh handſome; od, 
you've don't, you've ftole the Girl's Heart I'm ſure, ay, 
2y, ha, ha I laugh at your young Blockheads, we 
old Fellows are the Men for Buſineſs at laſt —— now a 
young Coxcomb w u'd have been ſighing and dying, and 
making Mouths at his Miſtreſs for a Month before be'd 
venture to tell her what he wou'd be at, but an eld Cock 
jumps over all Ceremony, and comes to the Point at 
once; — but teil me what's the Reſult of this Viſit? 

Sterl. The Reſult of this Viſit your Daughter can in- 
form you as well as I——1'm going away about Buſineſs. 

Mos ec. Stay Man, tell me what ſhe ſaid; how did ſhe 


receive your Addreſs? 


Sterl, I did not underſtand a Word the ſaid, — firſt, 
let me ask you what Religion your Daughter is of? 

Morec. Religion! why, the. Religion of all Women I 
think, ſhe loves. Money, Liberty, and fine Cloaths, and. 
goes to Church to be admir'd ; but ſhe ſhall be of any Re- 
ligion to pleaſe you, ycu know the ſtanding Argument 
that ma kes Female Converts. 

Sterl. You're impoſed upon, ſhe's a Papiſt; for ſhe talk d 
in an unknown Tongue; we'll confer upon this Matter, 
the next time we meet. Exit Sterling. 

Morec. All is not right, he ſeems diſcontented; but I will 
know the Meaning on't. Here, who's there ? 


Enter Isbel. 


Ib. Did you call, Sir? | 
Morec. Yes; tell your Miſtreſs, I want to ſpeak with 


her. Exis Isbel. 
Unknown Tongue! adsbuds, that I who underſtand the 


World, arid love my Cry, ſhould be ſuch a Sot tolet 
my Child learn French and Nonſenſe; when I know by 
Experience that one Tongue is too much for any Woman 
alive, 72 Enter 
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Euter Leonora. 
What's this you've dor e to my Friend? Did not I com- 
| mand you to receive him as a Perſon I deſigned for your 
Husband? , 

Leon. So I did, Sir. 

Morec. No, you uſed him with no more ReſpeR than 
if he had been your Husband theſe ſeven Years, 

Leon. I only ſaid, Sir, that we ſhoud not marry in 
haſte, and that it required ſome time for us to diſcover 
each other's Temper. 

Morec, The moſt efſectual way to ruin all; for who 
that was not bewitch'd would ever marry at all if he 
knew the Temper of Woman? but the Search is vain, 
for why ſhould we look for Temper where there's no- 
thing but Diſtemper ? 

Leon. I'm m Woman, Sir, and ſhould ſtand upon the 
Perogative of my Sex; mutt I conſent before I'm ask d? 
7 Morec. The reading of Plays and Romances has quite 
turn'd her Head; Pox on all Poets, tis they have brought 
this Curſe upon me — the Goddeſs of Beauty, forſooth, 
muſt be a Whore — In all their wicked Fictions the very 
fineſt Lady (the Heroine of the Story) muſt be the great- 
eſt Vhore: But the beſt way of punrithing you would be 
to marry you to ſome beggarly Puer, who would keep 
you as fine as one of the Muſes, that is all in Rags, and 
feed you with nothing but Flights and Raptures out of 
his own damn'd Plays — don't you think you'll grow 
deviliſh fat upon that windy Diet? 

Leon. You know, Sir, Idon't ſpend my Time in read- 
ing ſuch Stuff. | 
f Morec. Peace, I know you do; but Vil put an End to 
this Trade; for 11! burn all your Books, thoſe pernicious 
* Amuſements of filly idle Heads, VII make a burnt Sacri- 


ficg, of em by way of Oblation to the Devil from whence 
they came. Exit. 


" „ * p __ | bn” * 
* — A "WP Far 2 i by 
N A — 1 0 -& 


B 5 Enter 


2 


10 The Perplex'd Couple; Or, 


Enter Isbel. 


B. What have you done to my Maſter, Madam? e 
ſeems out of Humour, | : 
Leo. He's angry at ſome fooliſh Things I ſaid, to de- 


fer this hated Match. 
Lö. But methinks, as the Caſe ſtands, it is not your 


Intereſt to anger him. | | 
Leeg. 1 did not think he'd be fo tranſported ; but Il 
make all up again, for Pl ſeem to comply when 1 {ee 
him next; which I think I may ſafely do now. for I have 
given the old Fellow ſuch a Sop, that I believe my Fa- 
ther will find it harder to gain his Content than mine, 
I. Never fear, Madam, we'll compaſs it one way 
or other; twou'd be hard iwo Female Heads ſhou'd mii- 


carry in an Intrigue. Exeunt. 
SCENE The Street, 
Enter OAtavio and Criſpin, as from a Fourney. 


* 


* 


66. So, we're arriv'd at laſt. Twas hard riding, but 
Love gives a Mon Vigour beyond his uſual Strength. 
Criſp. Love gives you Vigour, and riding has got me 
2 Sromach. 
OX. What's that you ſay, Sir? 
Criſp. I fay, acking your Pardon, and without fans Ce- 
remony, may I preſume to ask you a civil Queſtion ? 
Oct. Speak; What is it? 
- Criſp. Is the Devil in yon? that you're able to bear 
all this Fatigue; what whip and ſpur from Morning till 
Night, and Night 'till Morning; as for my Part, I mult 
tell you, I'm fo jolted, that my Bones are toſs'd together 
hke a French Rapgou; and they rattled in my Side like 
Dice in a Box; bendes I believe 'twill be necdlefſs to tell 
you what I ſuffer by a Fleſh Wound in a certain Part of 


my Body, that ſhal! be namelels, 
— — 2 Oel 
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OZ Very needleſs, every thing you ſay is need'e's. 

Criſp. You walk brisk and esfi*, without a Bit or Sup 
to refreſh zou; while my mournful Belly, like the dying 
Swan. has been grumbling its own Elegy all this Juurt ey; 
there has been a Noiſe within me as loud as if I had half 
a Dozen Baſe- Viols in my Belly, and faith 'tis no Won- 


der my Gu's ſhow'd be fo mulical, for I believe by this 


they're reduc'd ro Fidd'e-Strings; | 
Oct. Thy Belly's all thy Care; let me hear no more 
on'r, | | 
Criſp. Sure Loſer's may have leave to ſpeak ; if a Man's 
Guts mayn't grumble when they are uſed at this rate, fare- 
wel Liberty and Property —- S'bud *wou'd be a greater 
Tyranny than the Inquiftion; for that only oppre ſſes the 
Conſcience, but this is againſt Body, Blocd and Ounds, 
the Devil and all. | 

Oc. You know there was Reaſon for this violent Hur- 
ry; I was alarm'd with a Report of Leonora's Marre · 
age. I muſt be ſatisfy'd in that, before I reſt, 

Criſp. But there's a Preparative behind, which will be 
abſolutely neceſſary towards making that Diſcovery. 

Oct. Ay. what's chat? | | 


Criſp. A good Dinner —-*Twill prepare you for bal 


News —— Good Cheer is the Armour of the Soul; it fore 
tifies boch Heart and Stomach I ſpeak by Experience, 


Sir, for when Pm faſting the leaſt Diſgrace tinks me in- 


to the Earth; but after a plen:iful Meal, my Intellects are 


as {ſound as a Philotpter's, and I look Fortune in the > "4 


Face as impudently, as | wou'd a Dun on a Sunday. 

Oct. 1 have no Appetite to reliſh Food. 

Criſp. Worſe; and worſe; tis ſtrange how Doctors dit- 
fer; what's one Man's Meat, is another Man's Poiſon. 
To you [ove is Meat, Drink, Cloath and Ale; but 
to me when l'm hungry, the very Sight of a Woman is 
a Vomit; a Kiſs wou'd be preſent Death; but adsbud when 
my Belly's full, Lm as rampant as a Cardinal, I cou'd ra- 
viſh a Witch, and make a Cuckold of the Devil. 


Od. 
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OX. Begone you greedy Hound, gorge your Carcaſe, 
and teize me no more. 

Criſp. With all my Heart, Sir; you need not be in a 
Paſſion upon that, for I never diſpute ſuch wholeſome Or- 
ders. [Exis Criſpin. 

od. Let me conſider — her Father was ſtrangely al- 
ter'd in his Behaviour toward me, before I went out of 
Town——and by this new Report, I imagine he'll do 
what he can to keep her out of my Sight; theretore in 
order to gain Admittance, I muſt aſſume ſome Diſguiſe. 


Wit when oppos'd what Art is ſelf diſplays, 
And Diſappeiniments prove it different Mays. 


ACT 


ACT IL SCENE TI. 


Enter Morecraft. 


Moree. KF HAT volatile Pieces of Frailty are V/omen ? 
| Ho reſolute this Girl of mine is at Con- 
triving her own Ruin, and diſappointing my Care — 
But the Matter ſhan't paſs ſo; I'll make her recant, and 
wk the old Gentleman's Pardon —— Here ſhe comes. 


Eater Leonora. 


Harkye Miſtreſs ; do you think there's no ſuch thing as 
paſſive Obedience due from a Child to a Father? do you 
think, I ay, I'll let my own Fleſh and Blood flie in my 
Face, and rebel againſt me? 
Leow. What tha I ay? I believe I may venture to pa- 
cific him. 41. 
Morec. You muſt be uſed like Madmen, or People in a 
Fever, if you won't take the Medicine that's to work your, 
Cure it muſt be poured down your Throar; | 
Leon. I hope the Gentleman did not miſtake my inno- 
cent Freedom, it fo, I'll make him all the amends 1 can, 
and ask his Pardon. | 
More, Nay, now you ſay ſomething. to the Purpoſe, 
then VI1 be Friends with you; for Repentance is one Step 
towards Amendment — And now you'll haye an Op- 
po of recovering my Fayour; your old Lover will 
here again preſently; I have ask d his Pardon in your 
Name for what's paſt, and he ſeems pretty well ſatisfy d. 


Enter Octavio 4 2110 with a Box of Toys under his Arm, 


O. Ladies and Gentlemen will you pleaſe to buy any 
Toys? Foreign Curioſities, Madam; Toys of India, Chi- 
va or Japan, French, Engliſh or Venetian Toys? va 
Morec. 


i 
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Morec. Who ſent you here with your Toys? 

Oct. No Body, Sir; but paſſing by ard ſeeing a hand- 
ſome Houſe, . | hoped: to find a Cuſtomer within — 
But Sir, do you want a Pair of Spectaclee, or Letter Caſe ? 

Afores, I think I do want a Pair of Spectacles? ſhew 
me one. | 

Oct. Yes, Sir, in a Minute; my little Shop is an Epi- 
tomy of the whole World: Whatever the Work of Art 
or Curicfty can require, I can furniſh 

Morec. Ay, you &r ve an extenſive Trade then. 

Oct. Here's a Pair, Sir {To Leo] Madam, will you 
pleaſe to lock at fome Veret:an Snuff-Boxes; the Pictures 
are by the moſt celebrated Hands of Italy — Sie does 
not know me jet. [ Aſide. 

Leon, ( Looks another way] No Friend, I've ſomething 
elſe to think of. ; | IE drann 

Morec. Come, you ſhall have à Snuff Box if you will 
Lemy, I'm willing to indulge you in any thing that's rea- 
ſonable. 
© Leon, I have ſeveral already, Sir — my Thoughts are 
diſtracted about ſomething elſe. 5 [ Aſide. 
- OX Not fo fine as theſe, perhaps, Madam; lock at 
that Madam, examine the Joint, the fineneſs of the Work 
deceives the Sight; open it Madain, and look at the Pi- 
cture, 'tis an Emblem of Love — She minds me nor, 


ſhe's melancholly. jade. 
[ He opens it, and ſhews it to her; 


Tis the Victory of Mammon over Love ;. fee how the 
- friymphant Idol ſtalks and plories in his Conqueſt, while 
the Graces lie proftrate at his Feet in Chains What 


ſhall I do? She turns another Way [ Aſide ] It was a Con- 
teſt betwixt him and Crpid, each was to prove his Power 
upon a young Beauty ——['m loft, I fee-the has no Eyes 
for me. 4 0% Cupid with liſping Eloquence, ſets forth 
the mighty Blifs which attends two Hearts, wham Love 
and Sympathy unite, the other with the ſilent Oratory of 
Gold bears off the Prize. The little God in Indignation 
breakes his Bow and Arrows, and with blubber'd Lips 
aud Eyeꝶ flies to ſeck his Mother, but being blind daſhes 


Hits little Head agaiuſt a Wall. 
5 Leon. 
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Leon. I will look at that, *twill ſooth my Melancholly, 
th: Caſe is ſomething like my own. 

Morec. That was a diſcreet Girl, and choſe the ſubſtan- 
tial Party look at it; there's ſome Inſtruction to be ga- 
ther d from thence. i | 

od. She does not ſee me yet, [ Aſide.] Here's another, 
Madam; this is Conſtancy, [Shews her another.) See how 
fair ber Looks! What an Angel ck Sweetnelſs in her Face! 
Who can expreſs her Charms — All the divided Ex- 
cellencies of her Sex are met in her——A thouſand 
Cupids on ber wait — Love ſeems to have placed his 
Empire in her Eyes. | 8 

Morec. That's a ſilly Story. throw it away my, Dear. 
Snatehes it f om her] Tis Nonſenſe, all Nonſenſe 
What Cant this Fellow uſes in vending his Trumpery ? 

cock. Not one Look! What muſt I do to make her know 

me? — Oh I have it. [.4ſzde.] Be pleaſed Sir, to look at 
theſe, there are ſeveral very curious. [To Morec.] And to 
you Madam, let me recommend that Pocket Book [ Puts 
one into her Hand takes up another and writes. ] Some of 
the Pencils are blunt. | wou'd recommend nothing to you 
but what's good. [Talks to Morec. while he writes.] turn 
'em over, Sir; pleaſe your ſelf, III ſell you good and 
cheap, for I bring all my ti.ings from the Countries 
where they're made. 

Leon. Here; I'm tired with looking at your Thinge. 

[Throws down tle Book, 

Od. You mult look at this, Madam, indeed you muſt, 
there's ſomething in it more Curious than perhaps you ever 
ſaw before. my [Offers her that he had writ in. 

Leon. How Importunate the Man is! [Takes it. 

Oct. Well, Sir, Have I nothing to pleaſe you? Will nei⸗ 
ther this, nor this? pray try. raed 

Les. What's this? [Reads in the Pocket. Bock.] Turn thy 
Eyes Leonora, and look kindly on thy Lover; know tLy Ota- 
vio through this Diſguiſe which Love has made him tale. ha 
{ Looks at him.] *Tis he, tis he; where were my Senſes, 
where my Eyes, theſe traiterous Eyes which 6pght to be 


pullid out Yet they were fd on ee 
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turn'd their ſight upon my Heart to gaze on bis Image there-- 
What muſt 120 —. my — of the ma, Now 
I think on't, he never carries Money about him —— Sir, If 
3 pleaſe to give me Money, 11] buy ſome Things I've a 
ancy to. | 

Moree, With all my Heart, my Dear, you ſhall buy that 
Snuft-Box, where Cupid, the little Baſtard, is routed —— 
Od, Tis a pretty Device. 

Teo. If you pleaſe, Sir. | 

Moree, Well, Friend, What's the Price on't ? 

Oct. Twenty Pound, Sir. 

Morec. Twenty Pound Man, You ask an Eſtate, What 
do you mean? | ; 

Od. Upon my Word, Sir, it colt me as much in Venice; 
but as 'm going back thither, I'm willing to ſell what I have 
left at an Under-Rate. | 

Morte. I bave no Money about me — Here, take this 
Key, and fetch ſome Money out of my Cloſet. 

Teo. Yes, Sir —— This was unlucky, I was in hopes he 
wou'd have gone himſelf. [ 4ſige. 

OX, Hold. Madam: Sir, If you pleaſe to draw me a 
Bill upon ſome Merchant, or a Note upon your Banker.'twill 
do much better; for [| often travel che Road, and may be in 
Danger of being robb'd if I carry Money. | 

Merer. Well, let's fee the Key ; I'll go in and draw a 
Note. but not for Twenty Pound ; 'tis roo much, *tis too 
much Friend. [ Exit Morecraft. 
Teo. O my Odftavio! [They ſpeak together, 

O. O my Leonora! O let me take a dear Embrace, 
and touch thoſe balmy Lips. 
| [While they Embrace, Morecraft re-entevk - 

Morece Now 1 think on't, I've Notes about me 
Hey, what means this Conjunction? ua between the. 
O you wicked young E. But who baye we here? — 

_ O# © Uolucky! Diſcover'd. | 

Morec. You're very free with your Cuſtomers. But who 
are you? I ſhou'd know this Phiz——[Examines him with 
his Spectacles.] —— OSir, your humble Servant, Is it you? 
But how long is t fince you turn'd Pedlar ?— Hold, be- 
"ny 


1:jtake upon Miſtake. 


fore I ask any more Queſtions, Madam, if you pleaſe to walk 
in here. 7 her in.] And now, Sir, if you pleaſe, yon 
may walk out. 

Gd. What is the Reaſon you uſe me thus? 

Morec. Reaſon, Sir! Suppoſe I won't give you a Reaſon, 
my Reaſons are my own, and I may keep'em to my ſelf if 
I pleaſe: But, Sir, if you will have a Reaſon, you muſt know 
my Daughter is juſt going to marry. 

O. To Marry! Whom? 

Morec. A very honeſt Man, none of your Beaus, your 
Monkey's in Maſquerade, . Puppies that are juſt equal to their 
Brother Pug in Beauty, but have not half his Wit, ha, ha 
No Beaus, no Monkeys, to ſpoil my Breed. 

OF. And have you no Regard to the Promiſe you made 

me? 5 
Morec. Yes, Sir, juſt ſucha Regard as a wiſe Man ought to 
have for Promiſes of the like Nature; I intended it while I 
thought it the Intereſt of my Child, but now I think it 
otherwiſe, I give that Promiſe to the Wind But, Sweet 
Sir, I've no more to ſay, and if you don't pleaſe to walk out 
about your Buſineſs, I ſhall leave you and walk in about 
mine. 

' OM. Yes, I will walk out Sir; but before I go, I muſt tell 
ye, Leonora's Heart is mine, and I know ſhe never will con- 
ſent to any Thing againſt Truth or Honour. [ Exit Octavio. 

Morec. Ay, ay, away with you, I find by this Diſ- 
covery, that ſhe's a diſſembling young Baggage, I ſcarce 
know what to do with her; if I do this matter at all it 
=_ be ſoon: {Calls Leonora.] Come hither Miſtreſs, come 

ther. 


ky Enter Leonora. 
Phot this a fine Surprize I've made? What, you're aſhamed, 
are you? She looks like a Priſoner at the Bar. | 
Teen. Oftavio's Preſence has animated me, and given me 
new Lite and Diſſimulation | think my Delivery's at 


Hand, fo I'll venture to wheedle him. [4/ige. 


Morec. 


- _ . _ OS: 8 uo — 
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Fw What, have you nothing to ſay? Why don't you 
ak? | 
Leon. Oh, I'm all Confuſion; I ſee that Providence diſ- 


proves my Choice; but ſure the Conſuſion that 1 ſuffer is 


Puniſhment enough for the Offence; bu: neyer more will I 
oppoſe the Will of an indulgent Parent. 


Morec. ls it poſſible? Nay then you've won your Father's. 


Heart; come to my Arms, my Dear, and kiſs me; a Girl 


may kiſs her own Father without a Bluſh, there's no Scan- 


dal in it, eſpecially upon ſo dutiſul on Occaſion. 
Leon. I hope Sir, you believe that what's paſt was not 
done with Deſign to diſoblige you. | 

Morec. No matter; for now a'l Miſunderſtandings are 
at znend._- 


Leon. 1 hope to be even with you for all this. [ Aſide. 


rec. Now you ll think ro more of Odavio, forget him 
my Dear, he's but a Prodigal 


decoy young Women Scound rels not worth a Groat, Rogues 


that run in Tick with the Gallov's for the Bre:d they eat; 
Jo juſt as Luck hits, or the Devil will have it, they're either 


kang'd or married. 

Leon. | will endeavour to forget him by Degrees; but a 
Paſſion. that has b en long a growing can'c be thrown off 
at Once, | 
_ Morec. Yes it may, there's nothing like a good Reſolu- 
tion You ſhou'd conſider, when you're married to a 
ſubſtantial Man, you're out of the Power of ſuch Cheats---- 
Andnow I think, we'll invite Odfavis to your Wedding, in 
hopes he may hang himſelf to morrow M: rning. 

Leon. O barbarc us! li try if I can touch his Conſcience, 
[Ade] That wou'd be a little too {evere, Sir, to Betray 
him firſt, and Inſult him after. oo 

Morec. But why Retray him, Miſtreſs? Is marryinga Man 
worth Fifty thouſand Pound, and rejecting a Vagabond, call'd 
betraying? But what makes you urge that, I hope you han't 
a Thought of him till? | 
Teon. No, not I, Sir, that is not voluntary But 
he's ſo Impertinent, he intrudes himſelf into my Thoughts 
whether 1 will or no. More, 


There's a parcel ot incal. 
Vagabonds about this Tos n that make it their Buſineſs to 


MNiſtakè pon? err 


Morec, Does he ſo . 1 believe ſhe diſſembles ſtill; 
but 1'll be even with her. Aide] He's an impudent Fel- 
low, and has been buſie with your Thoughts a great while 
But we'll remove him from thence immediately by a Writ 
out of the Biſhop's Court Pil go for it my ſelf. 

Leon, What's that, Sir? | 

Morec For a Parſon, and a Licence, my Dear, and you 
ſhall be married as ſoon as I come back. r 

Leon. What, ſo ſoon, Sir? 4 

Morec. Yes, the ſooner the better, you and my Friend 
are both in a Humour now, and Delays.are dangerous. 

Leon. But ſhou'd not we ſtay one Week, Sir? | 
Morec. Hoe, are you thereabouts ? Now [ll clinch it 
without giving her time to reply. ¶Aſide.] No, no, my 
Dear, a Weck's too long, l'm ſure you can't ſtay a Week 
for a Husbind, I know the Conſtitutions of all the Fe- 
malcs of our Family, none of em cou'd flay'a Week 
but l' ſpate you the Confuſion of owning it and go for 
the Pa: ſon. | [ Exit Morecraft. 

Leon. Now I'm reduc'd to the laſt Exttemity; I pacifi- 
ed him only to gain time, and he has made that a handle 
to compaſs his Deſign —— he's all Subtilty, he's too hard 


for me cven at my own Weapon Dillimulation, 


Eiter Isbel. 


O T:be!! I'm lot, undone. 

L. Dear Madam what's the matter? 

Leon. Octavio has been here in Diſguiſe, and my Father 
unluckily diſcover'd him; in order then to make him quiet, 
I promis'd to ſubmit my Will to his diſpoſal. 

Lö. And where's the Danger of that, Madam? | 

Leon. All my Shifts tun to my own Contuſion, that 
Devil that perſecutes the Innocent, bas maliciouſly put it 
into 2 vid Felluw's Head to marry me, notwichſtand- 
ing all. | 

Ii. And if you are not even with bis Head for that, 
you deſerve the greateſt Misfortune that can light upon a 


Woman, and that is to die a Maid. | 
1 


, Seerl, But I hope you'll make a ſoberer uſe on t than ſhedid. 
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Leon. I'll openly confeſs my Paſſion for Ofavio, and 
meet the Extremity of my Father's Rage, there's nothing 
elſe will do. 

Iz6. 1 doubt that won't do neither; for tho* we diſſem- 
ble better than Men, they ſometimes out-do us in Obfti- 
nacy; but what do you think; now your Father's abroad, 


if we ſhou'd ſend for the old Fellow, that you might give 


him the ſecond part of the fame Tane, do you think that 


wou d not cool his Courage? 


Leon. With all my Heart; if he ſhou'd fall in my way 
in the Humour I'm in, I think I ſhou'd do his Buſineſs. 
Is. As I'm alive here he comes in the very nick. 
. Leow, That's lucky; do you go, and after ſome time 
make a Pretence to call me away. 


Ib. I will. [Exit Isbel. 


Leon. Now Malice inſpire me, and give me ill Nature 
equal to my Will, that I may plague this Wretch that 


ſtauds betwixt me and my Happincle, | 
Enter Sterling, ſhe runs to him with Foy. 


The News, the News, Sir, did not you hear the News? 


Sterl. What News, I pray ye? 

Leon, The moſt tranſporting News my Father has told 
me, and you not hear i. Strange! I'm all Exſtacy. 

Sterl What is it? 

Lean. That you and Lare to be married immediately, out 
of Hand juſt now, 

Sterl. Yes. he and I haveamply, and at large, conferr'd 
upon that Matter, and tis of great Satisfaction to me that 
you'approve on't. 

Leon. Approve on't! Certainly I'm going to be rais'd 
from a Slave to a little Sovereign, from a Dependance on 
a Father's Will and Humour, to a Dominion over a Huſ- 
band and F; mily. 

Sterl. Dominion over a Husband! Who taught you 
that Decti ine? 

Tea. Doctrine do you call it? 'Tis a Right that all 


Women ought to aſſume; tis a Legacy left us by our firſt 
Mother Eve. 


Leon. 
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Leon, What uſe! but to make it ſubſervient to m 
Pleaſures, I'll live in a Circle ot Delights, my Houſe ſhall 
be the Rendexvous of all the Gay, the Sprightly, and the 
Young; then for Bulls, oh I love Dancing even to Folly; 
I've hir'd fix Footmen already, four of which play excels 
lently well upon the Fiddle, 

Sterl. Six Fooimen! But why ſhou'd we waſte our 
Sabſtance in pampering up ſuch Vermin, who are good 
for nothing but to bring a Charge upon the Pariſh, and 
get the Maids with Child? 

Leon. That's more than you're good for, I doubt. 

Sterl. What a Wife am I like to have! 


Leon. We're to have a Ball to Night, you and I will 


lead up [ ſings and dances to a Minuet Step] | hope, Sir, 
yu learn to Dance. 

Sterl. Go to young Woman, this is idle Talk, all ho- 
neſt Women are ſubject to the Will of their Husbands 
—— It is Uſurpation to -— | 

Leon. Uſurpation ! Come about Ship ¶ Tuns him about] 
Here's Ulurpation with a Witneſs, for your Shoulders have 
uſurp'd the Dominion of your Head; about again ¶ Turn 
him agam] hold up your Head, ſquare back your Shoul- 
ders, o k above your own Height, turn out your Toes I 


ſay [kicks out his Toes, and leads him] wa'k towards me 


with a ſtifl Knee, not lIimberham'd I hope. 
Sterl. Forbear. I fay, leaſt I be provoked to Wrath. 
Leon. I've beſpoke you ſome fine Cloaths, one Suit 
embroidcred; you muſt throw off theſe diſmal Tatters 
that look like a Penitential Habit for all your Frauds and 
Extortions ; and bleſs me what a Puritan Cock is this! 1 
ſhall have you mount a Tub, and hold forth —-- this is the 
ſmart Cock. | [ Cocks his Has, 
Ster! Go to young Woman, this ill becomes the Deco- 
rum-ot my Gravity. | 
Leon. Here's a Perſon all Charms, but fo disfigurd for 
want o! Dreſs and Diſcipline, I muſt exerciſe you. a little, 
indeed I muſt, | 


Enter label. | 
kb. Madam, your Mantomaker's come to ſhew you 


ſome Patterns, Leon. 


— — 


— aw — 


— 
- — — 
oe — 2 - 
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1 — 
— — 


. Leon. I go, 1 go, my Heart's ſo light 1 ſeem to tread 
on Air. | 
Sterl. I believe the young Woman is beſide her Wire, 
Pray Sweet-heart how long has ycur Lady been thus? 
Ib. Always, Sir, I never ſaw her out of Humour in 
my Life, always either Singing or Dancing ; ſhe is alitt!e 
more tranſported than uſual upon the account of her ap- 
proaching Wedding. | 
Sterl. L don't approve on't, her Father told me ſhe was 
of ſober Converſation, but I ſee nothing like it. 
TIs6. Sir, your Servant, | muſt go look at Patterns, 
for I'm to have new Cloaths too againft the Wedding. 
5 [ Exit Isbel. 
Sterl. J ſuppoſe he's tired of her himſelf, and ſo has a 
mind to put her off to me as a bad Bargain----Buti'fackins 
I won't be ſo bit. 


Enter Morecraft. 


Morec. Whit! Here before me, ſharp ſet faith — 1 
hope you've ſtaid for the Benediction tho'—— hut where 
are you going in ſuch haſte? | 

Sterl. Away about my Buſineſs. 

Morec. Stay a little, and you ſhall carry a Wife along 
with you, ſhe'll find you Buſineſs enough 1 Warrant 

ou. | 

a Sterl. But J ſhall do none of her Buſineſs, I tell thee. 
Morec. Why ſo Man? You don't intend to hire a Journey- 
ran J hope — Faith, but thou ſhalt do her Buſineſs, and 
ſhell do thy Buſineſs too, or elſe ſhe's no kin to her Mo- 
n ahh | = 
***$terl.. But I tell thee my Buſineſs requires me elſewhere, 
"therefore I muſt be gone. Ho Sh | 
Morec. But ſtay, you an't Angry I hope, are you? Has 
any body affronted you? 8 


Frerl. Ask your Daughter, perhaps ſhe may tell you, 


| | Exit Sterling. 
Morec. He's gone, and without telling me the Cauſe of 
his Diſcontent——But tis no hard matter to gueſs Fay 


* 
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Oh this wicked young Huſly! What a Diſappoint ment is 
this? What a Son in- Law have I loſt! What ſhall I do 
with her ? If I call her now —— She'll tell me *tis inno- 
cent Behaviour And then wheedle — And then ask 


Pardon —— And then don't know what to do with 
her, I'm almoſt diſtracted. p 


Enter Sir Antony Thinwit. 


Sir Ant. Hey. Neighbour, where ſo fiſt? You ſeem dil- 
order'd You look Melancholy to Day. 
Morec, I've Reaſon, Neighbour, l're Reaſon; ſure be 


that gets Children multiplies Afflictions upon his own 


Head, inſtead of a Bleſſing, they prove a continual 
Plague. 

Sir Ant. And what does he multiply that marries a 
Wife? If he has not good Luck he multiplies Horns upon 
his own Head, inſtead of a Bleſſing ſhe often proves a 
Plague too. | 


Morec I bred ter up with Tenderneſs and Care, and 


now ſhe flies in my Face. 


Sir Aut. She's juſt like my Wife then, for when Vm as 


kin i to her as ever I can, ſhe'll fly in my Face the next 


minute, . 
Moree, She. forgets the Obedience which by right of 

Nature is due from a Child to à Parent. | 
Sir Ant. Obedience! Nay my Wife no more minds her 

Obedience than ſhe does her Prayers For when her 


Blood's up ſhe'll make no more of me than fhewou'd of a 
Coracutter. 4 


Moree, I muſt ownl cannot ſay but flie's virtuous; © 
Sir Aut. Nay, as to that I believe the Jade my Wife is 
honeſt enough of her Fleh—— But her Tongue, her 


7 
* 


"Tongue, Neighbour. has more Thunder in it than there 


is in all the great Guns in the wer. 
Moree. Have you any Children Neighbour ? 


o 
* 


Sir Ant. No Neighbour, but Ive Wife enough hut 


Jou are counted a wile Man, fo L' tell ye my Caſe 
my Wife and I agree pretty well in the main, for think 


We 
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we ant jealous of one another, but yet we Quarrel every 
Day about ſome filly thing or other. 

Morec. She vexes you either with her Pride, her Obſti- 
nacy or her Folly. 

Sir Ant. Folly? Yes to be ſure, why is there any ſuch 
thing as a Woman of Senſe, . | . 

Morec. No, not in Nature, Senſe is of the Maſculine 
Gender, and wou'd be as monftrous in a Woman as a 
Beard They have indeed a kink of frothy Impertinence 
called Wit, which is common to none but Women and 
Madmen. | 

Sir Aut. OPox! I hate Wit in a Woman, it makes em 
cock over a Man ſo The only good Quality in my 
Wife is, that ſhe has no Wit at all If ſhe had 1 ſhou'd 
be deviliſh Jealous, 

Morec. How do you know ſhe has no Wit? 

Sir Ant. How do I know! Why, by her marrying me 
1 knew ſhe had not Wit For all the World knows 1 
an't to be made a Fool of, ſo what wou'd fignific her Wit 
then? 

Morec. If ſhe has Wit enough to paſs for a Fool ſhe gains 
her Point, for then ſhe deceives you That 1s'their 
Maſter-piece, oh my Friend, I find you don't know the 
Nature of Woman. - 
| — Ant. Od, 1 ſuſpect you know ſomething of my 
Wite. 

Morec. Hearkee Neighbour, is your Wife a Woman? 

Sir Ant. According to the beſt of my Skill in Woman's 
:Fleſh, ſhe is, I'm fare by her Tongue ſhe ought to be a 
Woman. 

Morec. Then look to your ſelf. 

Sir An. Ay, you know ſomething of her, Pm ſure 

you do; but you ought to tell me, it is no more than what 

one Chriſtian ſhou'd do by another I'm ſure if I knew 
your Wife to be a Whore I'd tell you. 

Mores. What Company does ſhe keep? 

Sir Am. Nay as to that matter ſhe keeps no bad Com- 
| ſhe's come of good Friends, all her Viſitors are 
People of Faſhion, fine bred Folks I can aſſure du. 


Pl 
by 


# Moree, 
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Morec. So much the worſe, ſo much the worſe, Neigh- 
bour; your fine bred Folk are the worſt Company ſne 
can keep if your Bed be defiled who does it but ſome 
fine Gentleman? if your Wife ruins you by Play or fine 
Cloaths, who lead her into it but your fine Ladies? 

Sir Ant. He talks finely, [4/ide ] My Wife is bitter fond 
of fine Cloaths 2s you obſerve — But, Neighbour, if 
you've any Conſcience ia you, tell me what you know 
of her. ® IRE 

Morec. I'll aſſure you 1 know nothing of her, but as 
ſhe's a Woman ſhe mult be agitated by a Spirit of Contra- 
diction; and 'cis ten to one does not pay her Love or Duty 
where tis due. 

Sir Azt, Aye, you ſpeak like a Man of judgment 
tis ve: y true, ſhe pays her Duty to nothing but her Look- 
inz-Glaſs — But you've op:n'd my Eyes now ll 
watch her cloſe hefeafter Good buy to ye Neighbour; 
and thank ye for your good Advice, SD, 

Morec. Fare you well. [ [Excumnt ſeverally. 


SCE N E Changes. 
b Oftavio, and Criſpin, 


da be ſeen Leonora, but had not time to make any 


Diſcovery, * 
Criſp. But I have made a plentiful Diſcovery. 
Od. Of what? 


Criſp. A Mathematical Diſcovery, I can tell by Geome- 


trick Rule how many Pound will freight my Belly after 
a hard Journey. 


OZ. No more of your Nonſenſe — l'm thinking, as 


Leonora's Father has never ſeen you, I may ſend you there 
to get Intelligence. 


Criſp. I don't know whe:e he lives Sir. 


Od Follow me, aud li] write a Line and give you Di- 
rections to find the Houſe, | 


C _ Yo 
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Criſp. With all my Heart. Sir, I can undertake a thing 
with Courage now my Belly's full Some fay the Seat 
of the Ungerſtanding is plac d in the Head, but I ſay it lies 
in the Belly, or elſe how ſhou'd it happen that we Valets 
have always more Wit than our Maſters, only becauſe w 
generally eat no more. ä 


Some ſay an empty Head's a heavy Curſe, 
But Faith I ſay an empty Belly's Worſe. 
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ACT mn. SCENE I. 
SCENE Continues. 


Enter Morec:aft, 


Morec. Y filly Chit ſhan't loſe the old Fellow for 

all this, if I can help it----he's old and crazy, 
and may die ſoon, and then of courſe his great Fortune 
falls into my Family. | | 


Enter Criſpin talking to hinſeff. 


Criſp. Sfleſn, I've forgot her Father's Name I ſhall 
never find the Houſe — but it muſt be ſomewhere here- 
2bouts — lil enquire of this Stranger — Hearke, Friend, 
do you live hereabouts ? 

Morec. Not far off, Friend, why do you ask? 

Criſp. Do you know where one hir. Old — Old ——- 
aye Olderaft lives? 

Morec. Morecraft 1 ſuppoſe you mean. 

Criſp. Morecraft, you're in the right on't. 

Moree. What's your Buſineſs with him? 

Criſp. Nay nothing, I've no bufineſs with him, but I've 
a ſmall Aﬀair to Negotiate with one of his Family: 

Morec. 1 ſuſpect Roguery, this may be an Emiſſary of 
Octavio s. [ Aſide.) And what's your Buſineſs? 
= Criſp. That's not the Queſtion —— Do you know where 
be lives? | 
7 Morec, I can't exactly tell the Houſe, but tis fomewhere 
hereabouts. 
Criſp. Do you know bim? 
Morec. Yes | know him a little by fight or ſo. 
Criſp. A ſurly old Dog they ſay, as four as Crabs. 
Morec. Bad enough when he's anpry. 


F Criſp. And the moſt covetous old Cheat that ever built 
2 an Hoſpital. 


C 2 Mcree. 
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Morec. Yes, he loves Mony. 


Criſp. Prithee Friend, ſince you know him, come along 


with me, and ſhew him to me in caſe he ſhou'd drop in 
our way — I don't care to meet him, for if he be fo 
 damn'd four he may ſet ones Teeth aa Edge, you 
know. | 
Morec If I can ſerve you, I will. 
Criſp. Hearke, did you ever fee his Daughter ? 
Morec. Yes, I've ſcen her. 
Criſp. Very handſome, as plump and juicy as a Burga- 
my Pear, ſhe'd melt in a Man's Mouth. | 
Morec. Impudent Dog! [ Aſede. 
Crip. You muſt know mine is a Commiſſion of Im- 
portauce tor I'm come to perſwade the young Lidy 
to leave the old Rogue her Father, and come and live 
wi:h-my Maſter. — | 
NMorec. All's out. [ Aſide.] What then, you're her Lover's 
Servant? 


- Criſp. Yes. 


Morec But han't you brought her ſome Letter, or To- 


ken. or. ſo? 
Ce Yes, but I'll inquire of ſome of the Neighbours for 
the Houſe. | 

fore la! I ſee her coming I'M retire out of fight 
into a corner and hear all, [ Aſzde.] Do you wait there 
awaile, and I'll enquire the Houle, 


[ Morecraft hides behind the Scene. 


Crit. This is ſhe 1 ſee coming. 
Euter Leonora, and I-bel. 


Leon. Here's Criſſm now Joys ſurround me which have 
been Strangers to my Hearc, ſince laſt Il raw Oda⁊TC io 


Speak Criſbin, how does your Maſter, aud have you brought ; 


News from him? 
Morec. This is her Repentance. 


Cr. M, Master's well, and i've drought News from 


Fim. 
Leon. What News, f cx 7 
Criſh. 
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Criſp. In the firſt place, Madam, he has diſcoverd a 
great Secret. | 

Leon, How a Secret? 

Criſp. A Secret to fave his Mony and live without eat- 
ing; he commanded me to flouriſh all my Rhetorick in 
deſcribing his Paſſion what ſhall 1 ſay, Madam, he 
lives on — on Nothing, he's quite another Man 
from what he was; for he neither ſleeps all Diy nor 
drinks all Night. 

1:6. Poor Soul! 1 pity him. 

Criſp. In ſhort, Madam, ycu never ſaw a Herring 
ſo ſows'd over Head and Ears in Pickle, as he is in 
Love. | 

Leon. But ſpeak, have you brought me no Letter, no 
Meſſage ? 

Criſp. Yes, a Letter I have, but 'tis ſo full of Flames 1 


$ with it han't burat a Hole in my Pocket. 


[A. ſoon as he gives her the Letter Morecraft ſteals be- 
hind, ſnatches it from her, and beats Criſpin h his 

Cane. | 
Morec. Here's for you, Mr. Dog as ſowre as Crabs, here's 


Crabtree for ye. 


" Criſp. You durſt not touch me if I were your Match 


Marder! Pox toke ye. Run, 5 
Moree, And in you, frintrets, 1 fee an Example of a 


Woman's Repentance. Diſſimulation is the whole Ingre- 
dient of which you're made, your Virtues are as falfe as 
But what! Have you nothivg to 
ſay for your felt? No Flam, no Excuſe to give this a 
Colour? what, a Woman aid want Invention at a Lye? 
Leon, I'm all Contulion, I cannot ſpeak. 
Malls about in Diſorder. 
Meryec, l' make ſuch an Example of you, that all difo+ 


bedient Children ſhall tremble when they hear you name, 


[Exit Morecraft. 
Leon. Loſt, ruin'd and undone; Il give my ſelf up to 


all the Horrors of a wild Deſpair, there's nothing but 
Death or Madneſs now can give me cafe O Fortune ! 


art thou even thus an Enemy to virtuous Love? 
C 3 Lo. 
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B. Aye, you may call upon Fortune long enough, but 
Fortune — N elſe to do than to he 
won't help themſelves. 

Leon. What wou'd you have me do? 

I, Pluck up a Spirit, caſt away Grief, and reſolve to 
haye the old Fellow at laſt; I don'e know who beſides 
your ſelf would refuſe ſuch a Husband. | 

Lion. Has be brib'd you in his Favour; or can you ſee 
a Charm in his gr:zly Face? | | 

L. Yes | can, Madam, a thouſand; for, as my Maſter 
ſays, Fifty thouſand Paund is attended with a long Train 
of Charms—— There's fine Cloaths, vifiting Days, Parks, 
Plays, Opera's, — | 

Leon. And a Wretch ſo homely by my Side, that he'll 
be miſtiken for my Monkey, or rather 'twill be a greater 
mi\t:ke to take him for a Man. 

Le. Homely ! Oh fie Madam, that is not objected like 
a Woman of Senſe, — What is a bandſome Face? a 
Paw bie to pleaſe a Girl a Plaything that may be bought 
in every Toyſhop, and ſome of your ſpruce Gallauts are 
Gd: yilifaly belied, or elſe they buy their Faces —— what 
between their Wigs and their Waſhes, there's many a 
young and old Coxcomb that ſhews a ſhining imooth 


Face At Night, that wou'd turn your Stomach in a Morn- 


IK 
Leon. I find there are Athcilts in Love as well as in Re- 
ligien. 

16. If you don't marry bim, your Father out of 
ſpight won't let you marry at all, and then you may die 
a Maid; conſider what a terrible thing that is. 

Leon. You have not ſeen Octavio, and therefore know 
not what you ſay, 

Lö. I know what I mean tho”, 

Leon. But how can l, that am beloy'd by Octavio, ever 
look on that old miſhapen Wretch? | 

Lö. [Pert.] Old! ſo much the better, he'll die the ſoon- 
er and leave you a Widow; and then you'll be your own 
Miſtreſs - but at worſt, if he ſhou'd live, you that will 
enjoy Wealth and Plenty, won't want Opportunities of 

| indulging 


p People that 


| 
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indulging your Love by the by; and if the World ſhou'd 
diſcover it, th» Scandal falls upon your Husband, not 
ou —— he'll be oblig'd to bear the Diſgrace of all your 
———— a Conveniency in that you did not 
think of. | 

Leon, Forbear this idle Talk, *twill grow offenſive; I 
am not now diſpos'd for Mirth — but O my Octavio! once 
more | will repeat the Vow I made, for ever to keep my 
Heart inviolable for Love and you. 

Lö. In ſhort, Madam, he does not deſerve ſuch gene- 
rous Uſage; his going out of Town ſo unſeaſonably, makes 
me ſuſpect him falſe — Id ſcorn any Fellow that 
wou'd not neglect all the Buſineſs in the World for my 
Sake. 

Leon. Diſtract me not with vain Suſpicions —— View 
well the Lines and Features of that Face [Shewing 4 Pi. 
Hure] See where Sincerity and Truth for ever ſhine—— 
Behold the dear Reſemblance of the lovelieſt Youth that 
ever warm'd a Virgin Heart — See him as Art but faint- 
ly repreſents, for oh what Art could touch fuch manly 
Charms! 

I.] muſt confeſs there is Temptation enough in that 
Face to excuſe Diſobedience, eſpecially ia a Woman's Con- 
ſcience. 

Leon, Nature faſhion'd thee with all her Art, gave thee 
a Form to pleaſe and a Tongue all Harmony to per- 
ſuade—— O Ofavio! I know thy Heart is mine, and 
let my cruel Father perſecute me as he will, Ill ſuffer all 
Extremities rather than O help me Pöbel! For I 


faint. 
[Leonora faints, and drops the Pifture. 
Lö. O my dear Lady, help! Is any body near? 


C 4 Enter 
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Enter Sir Anthony Thin it. 


Sir Ant, Hey! what's the matter here? 

Lö. Help, dear Sir, my Lady's dying. 

Sir Ant. Is that all you bawl'd out as if ſomebody 
bad catch'd you by the the Garters, and run away 
without any more ado But let's ſee how is it, Ma- 
dam? Are you dead? 

Ib. Dear Sir, hold her in your Arms, while I run for 
help. [Exit Isbel; he holds her, Lady Thinwit appears in 
the Balcony. 

L. Thin. What do I ſee? my Husband in cloſe Fm- 
braces with a Woman ?—— Are theſe his Tricks? This 
Impudence ſo near his own Houſe too? 

Sir Ant. Methinks the feels as cold as Clay; od if he 

ſhe'd be dead I'm in a fine Condition. 11] eon her 
. to know whether ſhe breaths or no. 
[He firſt tuts bis Hand into her ___, ana afterward; his 
Lips near bers. 
Jem not certain, bur methinks there are ſome Signs of 
Life. ' 

L. Thin. O the lewd Villain! He kiſſes her Who 
| Would have thought he hod it in him but Lil go down 
| and ſpoil their ** with a Vengeance to em. | 
| Exit from the Balcony, 


7 


Enter label wih Help, 


Lb. O my poor dear Lady! Let's help ber in. 

1 Sir Ant. Ay, let's in with her I warrant ſhe won't 

die this bout—— Faith and troth a Woman muſt be nine 

| Days in her Grave before a Man can be ſure he's fairly 
rid of her, 

| [ Exennt, bearing Leonora. 


| | Enter 
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Enter Lady Thinwit. 


L. Thin. Ha! gone, fled from my Sight, and diſap- 
pointed my Curioſity But I've ſeen enough to convince 
me that he plays me foul——Bur thus it is with all Huſ- 
bands, they deſpiſe what they've a Right to enjoy, as it 
all the Pleaſure lay in the Sin At firſt we're Goddeſſes 
and they all Tranſport; but alas, it is no more than a falſe 
Fire, which expires in a Flaſh Their Appetites 
are depray'd, and all our Charms grow dull upon the 
Taſte. 

But what's this? [Takes up the Pidture.] Some Toy; here's 
Gold and Ennamel. 


Enter Sir Anthony, 


Sir Ant, Hey, whoop! ſhe's well enough already; 'twas 
nothing but a Fit but who's this? my Wife, what is 
ſhe doing here? | 
k L. Thin. A Picture in Miniature of ſomething very hand- 
ome. | | | 

Sir Ant. What's this ſhe contemplates with ſo much At- 
tention ? ¶ Peeps over her Shoulder. ] Ha, a Picture! This pre- 
ſages no Good to my Honour; | find my ſelf moy'd by 
very villanous Suſpicions. 

L. Thin. Bleſs me, what a Set of Features; how beau- 
tiful, how regular in every part; and what a Swectneſs 
ſcatter'd thro' the whole? 

Sir Ant. O, my Head akes. 

L. Tin. My Eyes were never bleſt with the Sight of 
ſo beautiſul a Object, the Work's of infinite more Value 
than the Gold; methinks it is perfum d. 

| [ Puts it to her Noſe. 

Sir Ant. O, the rampant Jade! She's kiſſiag it. 

L. Thin, Well might ſhe glory in the Power of her 
Eyes, Who held in Chains ſuch a Lover; why have not 
I.a Husband of ſo beautitul a Frame, inſtead of my 


Lump? LO 
Cs Sir Aut. 
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Sir Aut. Lump! I can hold. no longer. [Snatches the 
Picture.] Ha! have I ſurprix'd you in the very Declaration 
of your Iniquity? diſclaiming againſt your Lord and Ma- 
ſter? but in the Name of Satan, the firſt Cuckold - maker, 
what Accompliſhment can you deſire in a Husband, that 
I want? My Perſon is not a Morſel delicate enough 
for your dainty Chops, but you muſt ſolace your ſelf with 


a fine Gallant, muſt ye? 


L. Thin, Do you think to come off by this ſhufling——— 
No, you ſhan't ſcape ſo— You ſhall have it on both 
Sides your Ears for all this I m no Fool, I ſaw your 
lewd Tricks plain enough. 

Sir Ant. Don't play your croſs Purpoſes with me; did 
not I both hear and ſee? Have not I herein my Hand 
an authentick Certificate of your Wantonneſs? 

L. Thin, This is ſo provoking, Fleſh and Blood can't 
bear it———Do you think III 

Sir Ant, I think I'll break your Neck. 

L. Thin. What, do you ſnatch the Words out of my 
Mouth? mayn't have Liberty to ſpeak : Yes, I will 
ſpeak, you ſhall find I won't be tongue. ty d. 

Sir Ant, Nene of your ſhuffling, none of your flams 
Don't you fee Pve found you out Don't you ſee 1 
have catch'd you? 

L. Thin. Catch'd what! Is't not enough that you do me 
the greateſt Injury a Wife can ſuffer but I muſt be 
affronted and accuſed of I don't know what——1 won't 
be abuſed any longer fo, I won't, Il complain to my Re- 
htions. [So6s5.] But give me my Picture. | 

Sir Aut, Give you a Halter I'll ſpit upon it, throw 
Dirt upon't. and but when I have done my worſt, 
I can't make ſuch an ugly Picture of him as he hath 
made of me. For I'm marry'd with a Pox to me; but 
if 1 had the Dog here, I'd tear him in a thouſand ſmall 
Pieces. 

L. Thin. For what? 

Sir Ant. For what! This Impudence is ſomething be- 
yound Example---for nothing at all —— I'm your Lady- 
Siz's moll bumble Servant; my obſequious Front bows - 

thus 
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thus low, and makes yau a reverent Acknowledgement 
for the Preſent you've been pleaſed to make it my 
Back's no ſooner turn'd, but whip ſhe's out; but if I had 
happen'd to have return'd, Word wou'd have been{eft, 
ſhe was gone to Prayers —— But this is the Entertain- 
ment of your private Hours of Devotion and Meditation, 
and Contemplation, and ſo forth. [Looking at the Pachure. 

L. This. What you pretend to be drunk, I ſuppoſe, but 
PH make you pay for all when you're ſober. 
Sir Ant. No Jonger ſhall 1 be call'd by the reverent 
Name of my Anceſtors the Thinwits.a Family ſo well known, 
and ſo thriving in this great City; but ſhall be pointed at 
in the Street, with There goes the Prapert — O 
Furies! Is not my Wife my Subject? May'nt I do what 
I will with ber? Why ſhou'd not a perſanal Injury be pu- 
niſh'd by a perſonal Revenge? * 

5 Thin. How dare you talk to me in this ĩinſolent Man- 
ner 

Sir Aut. And how dare you play me ſuch Jades Tricks? 

L. Thin, What Jades Tricks? Speak Monſter. I defie 

ou. 

l Sir Ant. You've have nam'd it, only monſtrify'd me, 
that's all. | 

L. Thin. What again at your Raillery ? Let me tell you, 
Maſter, tis ill · timed You've provoked me enough al- 
ready — and do you think to banter me by à Counter- 
feir Pretence of jealouſie — No that ſhan't {ave your Ba- 
con—You ſhall have it with a Vengeance, for all this, 

Sir Ant. How innocently you carry it! And what a 


filly Rogue am I to believe my own Senſes? 


L. Thin. I won't be abuſed any longer do, follow 
your Strumpets; ſpend your Mony and Subſtance upon 
Jades—— I'll never come between a Pair of Sheets with 
you again — am but too good for you, I am ſo[Sobs.] 
But give me my Picture. 8 

[Snatches the 1 * from — and runs off. 

Sir Aut. [ following her.] The Jade has got it again; 
how furious ſhe's Barc, but the hs not do this, if ſhe 
had not a Bully to take ber Part, Exit 

Envy 
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Enter Octavio and Criſpin, 


O83, You ſay you ſaw her. 

; O59; Yes, St. .. | 
O. And have you brought me an Anſwer? 

Criſp. Yes, Sir, 

OX. Where is it? | 

Criſp. [Turning his Back.] Here Sir, tis writ in a le- 
gible Hand; I believe it may be read without Spectacles; 
every Lefter's a Cane's Length. 2 

Oct. What do you mean? 

Criſp. l muſt own the old Gentleman flouriſhes well; but 
methinks the Stroaks are not fine enough for a Love Let- 
WY 
Oc. Why don't you tell me what's the Matter? 

Criſp. The ſhort of the Matter is, I had no ſooner de. 
livered the Letter into the young Lady's Hand, but ol 
Grim ſurpriz d us in the Rear, and laid me on wit 
no more Reſpect, than if I had been a Pickpocket. 

OX, And what became of the Letter? 

. Criſp, He ſnatch'd it out of her Hands. 
Oc. It was unlucky — Now my Thoughts of gaining 
his Conſent, are more remote than ever, What ſhall 1 
do? [Seems to muſe | My Reaſon and my Honour tell me 
I ſhou'd not violently take a Child from a Father —— 
but if that Child conſents? — And what are Reaſon and 
Honour? Bubbles that difappear before Almighty Love 
It muſt be ſo; there's no other Way — II about it in- 
© ftantly,*this is a time for Action, not for Thought; here 
Criſpm take you this Sword, Fl get another, we may 
meet with Oppoſition, 
"Criſp. Sword, Sir? You know, we Gentlemen of the 
braſs Button, don't wear Swords — What does he mean ? 
qt; wth [Ali de. 
> O#. Take it, I fay, the Blade is good —— you may 
dun your Life to it. | | | 
Si, L dont doubt Sir, but the Blade may be a gogd | 
rn it is in my Hands I'll keep it very good, 
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for I'll take Care it ſhall do no Miſchief. But pray, Sir, 
what muſt I do with it? 

Oct. Now l reſolve to go and reſcut Leonora out of her 
Tyrant Father's Hands. d 

Criſp. What, Sir, by Force? a 

Oct. Yes, and will ſacriſice the Man that dares oppoſe 
me, 

Criſp. I don't like this Buſineſs; what ſhall I ſay to 
come off on't? [ Aſide.] Dear, Sir, don't go, ſome Miſ- 
chief will come on't. 

Oct, What Rogue, are you afraid? 

Criſp. Not I, Sir; but confider what a filly Figure a 
Man makes with a Prayer Book in his Hand, moving 
backwards like a Crab to the Tune of his own paſſing 
Bell. 

Od. Your Fear puts you upon theſe Evafions, + _ | 

Criſp. Who, I Sir, I don't know what Fear is but 
I underſtand the Law, Sir, and this is a downright Rape 
And what Pity it is, that two ſuch haudſome Fel- 
lows, ſhou'd be hang'd for one Woman. Faith we're a 
victim too great for the whole Sex, | 

OX, Not a Word more Raſcal; I'll make you go, to 
try your Courage, 

Criſp. But Sir, where's your Reaſon? Where's your 
Pbiloſophy? Who do you run this Hazard for? Why for 
a Woman —— What ſays Cicero, Plato, Ariſtotle, Pliny, 
Taſo, Virgil, Dryden, Cowley, and in ſhort all the hard 
Names upon a Book(cller's Window ? 

Of. Well, Sir, and what ſay all the hard Names upon 
a Bookſeller's Window? 

Criſb. What do they ſay, Sir? Why they ſay Sir, that a 
Womam is a What d'ye call 'em—— That a Woman is, 
c*ye ſee, a——a nothing at all but a Woman. 

Od. Have you done, Sir? | 

Criſp. Then for Beauty; why their Beauty's none of 
their owa A Woman now-a-days wou'd ruin a Man 
of twice your Eſtate in new Complexions, She requires. 
eyery Morning as much painting, Carving and gilding 2: 

wou d. 
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dyou d ferve a Firſt Rate Man of War; and every Night 
again ſhe's taken to Pieces as you wou'd a Watch 

ere lye the Eye-Brows, there the Teeth, and there the 
Complexion——Od:fiſh, Sir, if you were to ſee one of 
*em undreſs'd, you'd be frighted out of your Wits; you'd 
think it a Magician, you'd ſee her Body go into Bed, and 
all her Features march into the Toilet, 

O#. Forbear your Nonſenſe, let me hear no more on't 
Im confidermg of ſore way to convey her a Let- 
cer, to acquaint her with my Deſign, and perhaps ſhe may 
find means to eſcape to me. 

Criſp. Now you fay ſomething; there I'm for you: III 
undertaꝶe chat, and do it effeQuually. - 

Oc. Lou did not acquit your felf ſo well of the laſt. 

Criſp. That was only ill Luck but this L' manage 
with a great deal of Addreſs; for you muſt know Sir, 
chat Pimping is my peculiar Talent. 

Oc. Burt her Father knows you now. 

Criſp. Vil do't for all that Fil lip a Letter into her 
Hand before his Face, tho he had as many Eyes as Argus. 

OX. But what Form do you intend to aſſume to gain Ad- 
mittance? | 

Criſp. Before you ask any more Queſtions, be pleas'd Sir 
to tip me a Crown. that 1 may drink aBortlero het my 
Invention—— for I never had'a ſmart Theught upon a 
thirſty Palare. | 
Oct. You'll get drunk, Sirrafr, and then ſpoil all. 

Criſp. No, Sir; but Wine gives an Edge to the Wit, and 
my Wit is ike my Courage, and muſt be animated by a Bottle. 

Oct. Well, here's a Bottle of Inſpiration for ye; [ Gre: 
him Money.) But if this fails, 1 refalve to follow my firſt 
Reſolution No Oppoſition ſhall diſcourage me. 


For now I'm liſted into Cupid's Bands, 
Who won d not folow when a God commands 
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ACT W. SCENE I. 
SCENE The Street. 


Enter Criſpin in a Riding- Hood, a Band Box under his Arm. 


n DeviP's in't if the old Fellow knows me in 
this Dreſs : Now I ſhall do my Maſter confide- 
rable Service, and have the Pleaſure of cheating an old 
Rogue which will be ſome Revenge for the threſhing he gave 
me Let's ſee, one of theſe muſt be the Houſe, I 
don't know well which, but I think ' tis this ll knock 

| [ Knocks at Thinwit's Door. 

Sir Ant. [In the Balcony.) Who's there? 

Criſp. A Friend. 

Sir Ant A Friend---- This looks like a Bawd--.- Aſide. 
Who do you want ? 

Criſp. O, well enough! This is one of the Servants, I 
know they all hate their Mafter; ſo I may venture to 
Talk to him about my Buſineſs —— (Aſide.) Is your Lady 
within ? . | In a low Voice. 

Sir Ant. Tis ſo ſure enough, a Bawd come to my Wife; 
what ſhall I Anſwer? [Aſide] —— No, no. 

Criſp. What ſhall we do then? My Maſter waits at a 
little Diſtance, and was in Hopes to have ſeen her. 

Sir 4. Your Maſter! This is ſome Raſcal in Women's 
Cloaths. [ Aſide] Who is your Maſter? 

Criſp. What, you don't know me in this Dreſs? 

Sir Aut. Fil pretend to know him, I may make ſome 
Diſcovery. [ Aſide.] Yes, I know you now, you are What- 
de=callum your Maſter's Man. 

Criſp. Ay, Criſpin. 

Sir Aut. Ay, Criſpin, How doeſt do Criſpin? 

Criſp. 1 find he knows my Name, he has heard his Mi- 
ſtreſs talk of me. [| Aſide] But pray who did ſhe go out 
with ? 

Sir 
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Sir Ant. With her Husband. 
Criſp. What a Plague, ſhe is not Married ſure? 
Sir Ant. Yes. but ſhe is, | 
Criſp. The Devil ſhe is! My Maſter will be ready to run 
Mad when he hears this. [4/ide.] But prithee how lorg 
has ſhe been married ? | 
Sir Ant. A great while, | 
Criſp. O the Plague! Then ſhe's a Jilt, ſhe muſt have 
been married before we come to Town, and ſo makes 
Fools of us. Aide] One word more, Pray, Did ſhe 
Marry with her own-Conſent ? 
Sir Ant. Her own Confent! Ves Pox take her for 
iving ber Conſent, and me for asking it. Aſide. 
Criſp. Hearkee, Friend, you've a good honeſt Face, and. 
if you know my Maſter, I'm ſure you muſt leve him. 
Sir Ant. Yes, yes, Love him, I've a great deal of Reaſon 


to love him. 
Criſp. But firſt I muſt ask ye, What kind of Fellow the 


Husband is ? 
Sir Ant. O. aquere Fellow. 

Criſp. A ſniveling, driveling Sneak, with the right ſheep- 
iſh Look of a Cuckhold. 

Sir Ant. As like as Horns can make him. 
+. Criſp. Silly, fond, jealous, and ugly; and 1 hope a City 
Magiſtrate. 

Sir Ant. Exactly. 

Criſp. The Buſine s is done His Stars have defign'd 
him for a Cuckold. Well, here's a Letter, which you by 
the Art of clean Conveyance mult {lip into her Hand un- 
known to the Cuckold. | 

Sir Ant. Then I ſhall diſcover all. [4/ide.] Ay, ay, 
give me the Letter, and Pll engage you ſhall have an 
Anſwer. | 

Criſp. Here, come down and take it. 

Sir Ant. I come, and will take Care you ſhall be paid | 
for the Carriage. Exit from the Balcony, 
'-» Criſps This was a clean Contrivance—— I don't know 
dow my Maſter can make me amends, | 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Anthony, Criſpin gives him a Letter. 


Here, Friend, Pimp like a Man cf Honour, *tis the ſhorteſt 

way to Preferment. 

W. Av. Calls out.] Here, Robin, Dick, a Bawd ! a 
wa! | | 


Enter two Fellows, and ſeize Criſpin. 


Criſp. Murder ! Theives! Are you going to Raviſh 
me ? | 

Sir Ant. Away with her to the Horſe-Pond. [They Lug 
of Criſpin.] Now for the Letter [Reads.] I ſend 
Criſpin in this Diſguiſe, that he may find means of delivering 
you this; and 1 conjure you by all our Love, fly from the 
Tyranny of that Monſter, for I can allow him no better a 
Name Very fine; Here's an Elopement intended ; 
I'm forry I prevented it: But what more, [Reads en.] 
Remember the kind Confeſſion you made when you re- 
ceiv'd my Picture and I flatter my ſelf that-- [Tears the Letter. 
Il read no further, this is enough; but [il force that im- 


pudent Picture from her, tho 1 were ſure to die in the At- 
tempt. Exit Sir Antony. 


Enter Octavio, with Criſpin wet and daggled. 


Od. What's the Matter? How came you in this 
" Pickle? 

Criſp. O, Sir, had you come a little ſooner you might 
have been my Godfather; for thoſe two honeſt Fellows 
led me to a neighbouring Horſepond, and there baptiz'd 
me. 

Od. Without any more Digreſſions, tell me what's the 
Matter ? | 

Criſp. But this comes of Bawding with a Pox to me- 
but why cou'd not you tell me the Lady was married 


Fleſh, Sir, how ſhou'd I know that, I'm no Witch. 
Oct. 
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Oct. Married! Who tells you ſhe's married? 

Criſp. Her fine Husband, as I take it. 

OZ. Let me know the Particulars, I can gather nothing 
certain from your Relation. | 

Criſp. As ſoon as I knock'd at the Door, a Fellow ſhew'd 

his Noſe in the Balcony- I took him for one of the Ser- 
vants; He's no more like me for a handſome Fellow ---than 
I am in this Pickle like a Dutcheſs on a Birth-night 
The Rogue wheedled me with a long Story of what a 
mighty Love ke bore you till he funn'd me out of the Let- 
ter Then upon a Signal given, out ſally'd tvro Raſcals 
that lay in Ambuſcade, chey led me in Triumph to the 
 Horlepond, and there rewarded me as you ſee. 

OZ. And this Man you ſuppoſe to be her Husband ? 

Criſp. Yes, Sir, certainly. 

Oct. And 'twas he told you ſhe was married? 

Criſp. Yes, he himſelf, Sir. 

Od. Take that, and that--- There's Fees on both Sides. 
for you, you deſerve em. [Kicks him. 
Criſp. Pray, dear Sir, I'm ſatisfied already, I was Feed 
| before. I'm no Lawyer, I don't take Fees on both ſides. 

OZ. Blundering Raſcal, to be fool'd by every Als—— 
Is this your boaſted Wit, I thought how finely you'd 
manage it. 

Criſp. So, when any thing goes amiſs, tis Rogue, Raſ- 
cal, Kick and Cuff, and yet be can't live witbout me for 
all that. 

OA. Leave me, begon. 

Criſp. Where Sir? To Dinner, 

Os. Yes, to the Devil 

Criſp. To the Devil! Yes, Sir, with all my Heart 
I dare not contradict him in this Humour, [ Exit Criſpin. 

Oct. This Fellow he ſpeaks of muſt be ſome Spy ſet 
over her by her Father ; ſome cunning Rogue, who by 
4 his artful Inſinuation has out · vritted this Blockhead of ming, 
| and diicover d all. 
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Enjer Sir Antohy Thinwit, with the Picture in bis 
Hand. 


Sir Aut. So, Ive forc'd it from her with much ado; 
ſhe ſtruggld hard before ſhe'd part with this Pledge of 
her Infamy, —— now I'll take a Survey ot the Horn- 
planter, ---- ſome ſmirking Beau I ſuppoſe. 

03. The Fellow's telling him ſhe was married, is a 
Contrivance of her Father's to create Jealouſy between 
Us. | 

Sir Ant, [ Looking at the Picture.] The Rogue's hand- 
ſome, if this be like him, and your Brau and his Picture 
are generally a-like in one Reſpect; —— for tis ten to 
one they're both painted, | 

OF. No, old Gentleman, this Artifice won't take. 
tis ſo thin, I ſee thro? it. „ 

Sir Ant. She chuſes like a Woman of Judgment, the 
Rogue's well mark'd ; — here's a fair high Noſe, a 
quick Eye, — and without doubt a clean Back, and a 
damn'd deal of Impudence. +238 

Od. Sure Leonora cannot be ſo much a very Woman, 
already to have forgot our mutual Vows; —— yet ſtill 
my Fear raiſes ſome Dgubts.—— III go my ſelf, and 
if there be a Poſſibility of ſeeing her, ¶ Paſſes cloſe behind 
Sir Anthony, ſees the Pidure.] Ha! methinks I fee in this 
Man's Hands a Glimpſe of ſomething like my Picture, 
which | gave her at our partiag. 

Sir Ant. O Antony! Antony! what a Load of Infamy 
has Matrimony brought upon thee ? Happy had it been 
for thee if thou hadſt never ſeen a Woman; —— thy 
Honour's laid in the Duſt. _ 

Od. Lm ſurpriz d] for how cou'd Leonora part with 
this, without violating that ſacred Vow ſhe made to Love 
and me? 

Sir Ant. Now muſt thou be made the Subject of ſome 
miſerable Ditty; thy Story will ve ſung in wicked 
Rhime, and call'd, The Cuckold's Garland. 


oa. 
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Oct. It is the ſame, ten thouſand black Suſpicions at 
once diſtrat my Soul. I know not what to think. 

Sir Ant. O Varlet! hadſt thou the Courage to cuckold 
me in the very Flower of my Age? Impudent Dog! will 
nothing ſerve thee, but the Wife of ſo accompliſh'd a 
Perſon as I am, and a Knight too. 

Og. It is ſo, now I ſee the Caſe and the Ennamel all 
the ame. | 

Sir Ant. This Man ſeems curious, what does he peep 
at? | [ Sees Oct. 

Oct. I'm all confounded, I'll accoſt him, and ask how 
he came by it. [To Sir Ant.] Sir, a word with you 
if you pleaſe, 

Sir Ant. With-me, Sir, pray what's your Buſineſs with 
me? 

- 03. I deſire to know by what Adventure that Picture 
fell into your Hands? | 

Sir Ant. This PiQture, Sir! why do you ask? What 
makes you ſo curious ? 

Oct. I've a Reaſon of Importance to enquire. 

Sir Ant. [ Looking at him and the Picture by Turns] What 
important Reafon can you have; [grinning andbowiig | O 
Sir, I ask your Pardon, now 1 fee your Reaſon, it lies 
upon the Out- ſide vi zour Face. The Myſtery's out, 
this is my Man, or rather my Wife's Man. [Aae 
This Picture, I ſee Sir, is your own Reſemblance; | had 
it from a near and a dear Acquaintance of yours,. the ve- 
ry ſame Perſon to whom you gave it; and I can 
tell ye, Sir, the amorous Correſpondence that has paſs'd 
between ye, is no Secret to me, I've diſcove.*d all; but 
let me deſire you for the future, to addreſs your Letters 
and Pictures ſomewhere elſe ; and forbear puriuing an 
Amour which is ſo prejudicial to the Honour of a very 
worthy Gentleman. 

Od. What worthy Gentlemin? What do you mean? 

Sir Ant. Yes, Sir, of me here preſent, Sir Antony Thin- 
wit, of no mean Extraction, the' I am but a Citizen. 

Of. Pray explain your ſelf. 

Sir Ant. So I can explain my ſelf, and I can tell ye, 
ſhe's married already, Sir, ſne's my Wife; ſo if you've 

any 
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any Grace in you, you'll conſider what a crying Sin, the 
Sin of Cuckoldom is. 

OX. What can this mean? Is the Perſon you had that 
Picture from your Wife? 

Sir Aut. Yes, ſhe is my Wife, and I'm her Husband. 

Od. You her Husband ! | 

Sir Ant, Yes I her Husband. [ lowd,}] Why, what a Pox 
does he wonder at? Nature made me a handſome Fel- 
low, has Cuckoldom ſo deform'd me already, that I 
don't look like another ? 

Od It is enough, I'm anſwer'd. [Walks off. 
Sir Ant. Yes, l'm her Husband, and between you and 
ſhe, a very Husband you've made of meg; - but I'll 
go this Minute, and acquaint her Uncle with her Tricks, 
I ſcorn the Diſhonour, I won't keep a Whore for any 
Man. Exit Sir Antony. 

Oct. Perjui*'d Leonora! had you ſpared your Vows and 
Imprecations, I ſhould expect a Wretch like this cou'd 
not be able to ſhake my Intereſt in your Heart; but 
| heard before he was the Scorn of Nature; 
what ſhall I ſay? My Spirits flag, and now a Faintneſs 
fie zes me all o'er; want of Refreſhment and this fatal 
News have ſhock'd me fo, 


Enter Lady Thinwit. 


L. Thin. L'll have it again in ſpight of your Teeth, 
you wicked What, gone ! after bis Trapes a- 
gain. I ſuppoſe. 

Of lr increſes, I find my ſelf grow worſe; I'll ſpeak 
to this Lady, Madam, a ſudcen Faintneſs has ſeiz d 
me; 1 deſire the Favour to let me retire into your Houſe 
(if this Houſe be yours) only to repoſe a Minute. 

L. Thin, A Gentleman taken ill! you ſhall be wel- 
come to ſtep into our Hall, till you're better; tis Va- 
pours | warrant; I'm often troubled with Vapours my 
ielf, Pil lend you my Bottle of Hartſhorn to ſmell at. 

[Lady Thinwi: and Octavio go into the Houſe. 


Enter 
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Enter Sir Anthony, with Uncle. 


Sir Ant. Look ye, Sir, you are her Uncle, and neareſt 
of Kin, ſo this Diſnonour reflects upon you as well as 
me. . 

Une, But have you no other Proof but that, of finding 
that Picture in her Hands? | 

Sir Aut. Tis Proof enough . I tell ye, 1 cateb'd her 
in Adultery. a 

Une. How in Adultery, with whom ? 

Sir Ant; With the Picture, ſhe kiſs'd it wantonly, laſ- 
aviouſly, till hes Chops water'd. 

Une. Aud is this the beſt Proof you can produce? 

Sir Aut. No, I intercepted a Letter which was com- 
ing to lier from her Raſcal. 

Une That is ſome Proof indeed; where is that Letter? 
Let's ſee it. 

Sir An. 1 tore it to Scraps that Minute. 
© Une You tore it! that's likely a Story indeed ; --- did 
you fee who it was directed to? | 
Sir Ant. No, Pox, I did not read the Superſcription ; 
I ſaw the Infide tho', and that was too much for me. 

Unc. Theſe are but {light Grounds for Suſpicion : 
This Letter might be directed to ſomebody elſe, and 
come to your Houſe by Miſtake, and the Picture ſhe 
might find by Chance, and the Perſon it repreſents ma 
be a Stranger to her. Have a Care, Miſtakes in theſe 
nice Affairs are dangerous, a Wound in the Repu- 
tation of a Woman is never to be heal'd; go diſ- 
ereetly ta work; inform your ſelf of the naked Truth; 
and it ſhe be found guilty, ods fleſh! I'll cut her off like 
a rotten Branch, I Won't own that ſhe ſhares my Blood, 
hut let not Paſſion hurry you bc, ond Rt aſon; 


ſhe may be ſtill innocent for any thing you know; do 

you behave your ſelf diſcreetly, diſcover the Certainty, 

and leave her Puniſhment to me. 

Sir is. You ſpeak well; but in the mean time I'd 

have you wait at next Door, to be ready, in Caſe 1 —_ 
make 
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make any Diſcovery, that we may ſurprize the Sinners in 
the very Inſtant of their Iniquity—— You know what I 
mean. 

Unc. I will. | Exit Uncle, 

Sir Ant. There is ſome Reaſon in this too; for as he 
obſerves, I have no evident Proof of my Diſgrace yet 
—— Who kgows? This Letter may come by Miſtake, 
and ſhe might find the Picture by Chance=—<!'|l hope the 
beſt however —— hem! Courage! hold up your Head, 
Sir Anthony, perhaps you mayn't be a Cuckold at laſt. 

[Lady Thinwit and Octavio appear at the Door, Sir An- 

thony ſeems them 
O Murder! Murder! Nov all's out; here's Proof with a 
Witneſs. [Seems to liſten. 

Od. The Hearts-horn has revivd me. 

Sir Aut. O the Devil! he ſays he has horn'd me 
I'm mad, I'm mad, horn mad; but tis time to call Uncle. 

[ Exit Sir Anthony, 

L. Thin, You may reſt a little longer, Sir, if you ap- 
prehend a Relapſe. 

Od. No, Madam, tis over, *twas nothing but Vapours 
——- The Air will do me good; I am your humble Ser- 
vant, and thank you for this kind Aſſiſtance. 

L. Thin. Sir your Servant. Exit Octavio. 

LL. Thin. Re-enters the Honſe, 


Enter Sir Anthony with Uncle, 


Sir Ant. } hope this Proof will ſatisfie ye; you'll fee 
whether his Picture be like him — The Devil! they're 
gone; how unlucky this 1s! 

Duc. I ſee nothing; what do you mean Nephew? If 
you ſee double, pray ſnuff your Opticks; but trouble me 
with no more Complaints but upon very good Grounds--- 
Have a Care you don't abuſe my Neice, 6d, if you do 
Fil make an Example of you. 

Sir Ant. I'll take my Oath before all the Juitices in 
Middleſex, that I left her and her Bully upon this Spot _= 
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this Minute; and I know they're only Skult into ſome 
Corner, becauſe they ſaw us coming; and if you'll ſtep into 
our Parlour and ſet down a Minute, I'll ferret em out I 
warrant. | 

Unc. Well, Ill try you this once, to ſee how you'll 
come off. If I ſnou'd catch you fall; aſperſing the Hon- 
our of our Family. [ Exit Uncle, 

Sir Ant. Tis very hard, if I mayn't believe my Eyes 
— fore my Horns did not hang in my Eight; but 
where ſhall I look em now. I've heard of Blood- 
Hounds, to trace Men by the Scent I wiſh I had a 
Whore-Hound now to trace her, and then 1 ſhou'd be 
fare to nab em Is there any private Hole hereabouts, 
where there can be hid? Ha! I fee him coming this 
Way, 1 ſuppoſe ſhe's juſt, at his Tail----I'll get into a 
Corner. | 


Enter Octavio. 


Od. [Sees Sir Anthony. ] That Object ſo vers my Blood, 
and fires me to Revenge. [ Pawſes.] But why ſhou'd I 
turn my Rage againſt him? He's innocent no 
he his marry'd Leonora, and blaſted all my Happineſs. - 
But is that a Crime? O Love! is there a Wretch ſo 
ſtupid to be inſenſible ro ſuch Powerful Charms? ----- No 
he meant me no lujury for he knew me not. 

Sir Ant. He ſees me, I may as well come out of my 
H le- - My Bloopyf riſes at him ſtrangely I could kill 
him with a gcod Heart, if I had but Courage enough. 

Oct. Rather let me envy his Happineſe, and curſe my 
oven hard Fate. [Walks cloſe by him] O happy Man! bleſt 
with a Wife ſo fair, divincly fair as Angels were before 
their Fall but oh as falſe. [ Eitx Octavio. 

Sir Auth. Is ſhe ſo! A very fine Speech you've made 
truly Here's a Dog now, an impudent Dog, that 
whore's my Wife. and brags on't to my Face----go; is 
this like a, Man of Honour, to whore at other People's 
by iP Coſt? 


4 


for 
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Coſt ?— Theſe Gallants don't only run in Tick with us 
for their Finery, but they muſt go to the Devil too at 
our Expence, 


— 


Enter Leonora. 


Leon. Was not that Ofavio that I ſaw? Sure my 
fond Eyes cannot be miſtaken — I'll lock again that I 
may be ſure. [Seems to look afver him. 
Methought he ſpoke to that Man, III ask —— Pray, Sir, 
what was that Gentleman's Buſineſs with you? 

[ To Sir Anthony, 

Sir Ant. Alas, Madam! I know nothing of him; his 
Buſineſs was not with me, twas with my Wife. 

Leon. But why do you ſigh when 1 a:k you the 
Queſtion? | 

Sir Aut. Sigh! 'Nay, if you did but know what & 
Rogue, what a Villain he has been to me, you'd fay I 
ought to hang my felt. 

Leon. What Injury cou'd he do you? 

Sir Ant. Look at me, Madam; look in my Face I 
ſay, and behold the mortify'd Figure of an unhappy Hus- 
band; the very Martyr of Matrimony Poor Sir Au- 
thony's robb'd of his Honour; not only of my Honour but 
my Reputation too. | 

Leon. Pray Sir, explain your ſelf? | 

Sir Auth. In a Word then, Cuckolded; I have diſco- 
vered an Intrigue between him and my Wife, and juft 
now I ſurpriz'd 'em together, | 

Leon. What, that Gen leman I faw ſpeak to you this Mi- 
nute ? | 

Sir Ant. The fame, he's ſcarce out of Sight yet. 

Leon. O Death to hear! As ſoon as I beheld him, my 
trembling Heart preſag'd ſome fatal News — Sure there 
is no Faith in Man; their Falſhood is their chiefeſt Pride. 

Sir Ant. You ſcem to have ſome Senſe of my Misfor- 
tunes; other People are not ſo good-natur'd; the World 
does but laugh and make Sport of Men under ſuch Cir- 
cumſtances as mine, | 1 3 
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Leon. O Monſter of Infidelity! Yes his Behaviour muſt 
conceal ſome tre:cherous Deſign — Methought he ſeem- 
ed to ſhun me too — What Curſe, ye Gods, mult fall up- 
on the Man that's guilty of ſo black a Treachery ! But are 
you ſure of it? 

Sir Ant. Ay, ay, Madam, tis all true——1 had De- 
monſtation enough — Here are my living Witneſſes, and 
this poor Forehead is the Party concern'd. 

Pointing to his Eyes and Forehead. 


„ 


Leon, Hell, amongſt all its Inhabitants, has not a Mon- N 
ſter ſo deform'd in Mind. 

Sir Ant. Right, Madam, an ill-look'd Gibet-faced Dog f 
—— he'll be hang'd, never fear, he'l] be hang'd, or elſe N 


the Gallows will be cheated of a Tenant. | 

Leon. Thus to torment a Heart, that never offended a- q 
gainſt Truth or Honour; what cou'd it do to merit ſuch 
a baſe Return? A Heart that never wrong'd him, 


Sir Ant No, never. Madam, I'll be ſworn T never P 
wrong d him to the Value of a Farthing in my Life—— | 
He did it without Proyocation, he made me a Cucko! e 
in cold Blood. hs 

Leon, But tis too much to bear — the Reflection of ſe 


ſuch baſe Ingratitude racks my Soul. and I fear will break 
my Heart, [Walks about in Diſorder. 1 
Sir Ant. Dear kind Creature! How ſhe eſpouſes my | 
Quarrel! *Tis a Comfort to find ſome Body that will 
take one's Part however, + 
[Lady Thinwit appears in the Balcony. ; 

The very 


L. Thin. Ha! — he has got her again R 
fame, I ſee by the Dreſs: Now I think I have em 6 
and I ſhall know who this Madam is. - 


[Exit Lady Thin. from the Balcony. 
Leon. But why do I ſpend the Time in vain Complaints? y 
No, I'll rouſe up all that's Woman in me to meditate Re- 


ven And tho? I ſacrifice my own eternal Happineſe, fo 
| de ſhall not triumph in his Falſhood. [Exit Leonora. G 
| Sir Ant. Heay'ns preſerve the dear Creature; how kind 
| ſhe is! She's gone to be reveng'd of the Rogue Bur is it T, 


not 
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not a ſecret Reproach to me to be outdone by a Woman 
in Point of Courage, and in my own Quarrel too 


No, it ſhall rever be ſaid, that Anthony turn d his Back, 
when- — 


Enter Lady Thinwit. 


L Thin. What, gone again! This is ſo provoking 

To baulk my Curioſity, vexes me as much as all the reſt. 

Sir Ant No, you took Care not to have your Curio- 

fity baulk d; but it ſeems you made me a Cuckold, only 

out of Curiolity What innocent Turn ſhe gives it. | 
| [ Aſide. 

L Thin. Where have you conyey'd her? Which way 
did ſhe go, I ſay ? 

Sir Aut. How do you do, Lady Thinwit? You look 
pretty well to Day, after your Curiofity, as you call it. 

IL. Thin. What, beginning the old Cant again! Do you 
think this Trick will paſs for ever? What have you done 
with her, I ſay? | 

Sir Ant, Curioſity tho'! A very genteel Term for 
whoring 

L. Thin, Can no other Place ſerve you to meet your 
Madams, but juſt under my Noſe ? 

Sir Ant. Adsbub did not I ſee fix Foot and a half of a 
juſty ſtrong Dog come out with you but juſt now? and 
did not I hear your Compliments at parting ? 

L. Thin. If I had catch'd the Hay, f wou'd have 
ſcratch'd her Eyes out before your Face, I wou'd fo. 

Str Ant, Tis well the Rogue took to his Heels as ſoon 
as he ſaw me; and to inſult me the nearer, you muſt 
make my own Houſe the Scene of your Wickedneſs 
You muſt draw my own Goods and Chattels into a Con- 
ſpiracy againſt my Honour, I'll go and fer em all a fire. 
and fling you afterwards into the Flames, and thy Blood's 
fo hot, twill burn like Brandy, [Exit Sir Anthony. 

L. Thin. I cou'd tear my Fleſh to be reyeng'd of this 
Traitor! O for ſome kind Opportunity that 1 might pu- 
niſh him as he deſerves! 
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Enter Octavio. 


OX. IT wander about like ſome Ghoſt diſturb'd ; but 
Why ſhou'd 1 look for Conſtancy in Woman, whoſe 
Souls are always ſway'd by Avarice or Pride? | 

L. Thin. I wiſh J cou'd make this Gen leman beat him 
For me Pray Sir, do you know my Husband ? 

Oct. No, Madam, I have rot that Honour This is 
the Lady that reliev'd me, when I was taken ill. Ade. 

L. Thin. Yeu muſt know, Sir, that I'm marry d to a 
deceitful lewd Fellow, that abuſes my Bed. 

Oct. What does ſhe mean by telling me this? Sure 
ſhe has not a Mind to make a Repriſal It fo, I am 
in no Humour for ſuch an Engagement at preſent, [ 4ſide.] 
What then. Madam ? | 

'L Thin, And tis well known, I'm a Gentlewoman; tho? 
he was but a pittiful Mechanick when I marry'd him; 
and hope, Sir, as you look like a Gentleman, you won't 
ſtand by and ſee a Woman abuſed, 

Oct. What wou'd you have me do, Madam? 


L. Ihin. Hold his Hands for me, while I cudgel his 


Bones ſhan't give you the trouble to beat him, for that 
won't do me half fo much good as if] Beat him my ſelf. 

Od. Lm bound by the Favour you've done me to com- 
Fly with any thing I can in Honour grant; but tis not 
fu a Stranger ſhou'd intermeddle in the Differences of 
the marry'd State. | 

L. Thin, Sure I've range Luck; no Body will take 
my part But time has been, when a handiom Gentle- 
man wou'd have been glad to oblige me. 


Eater Sir Anthony as far as the Door, 


Sir Ant, If I ſnou'd burn every thing ſhe has made ac- 
ceſlary to her Levrcnels, I ſhou'd not have a Bit of Furni- 
ture left in my Houſe -The Devil, ſne bas got him a- 
gain----Now I'll run for Uncle. [Exit Sir Anthony. 

Enter Leonora. | 

Leon. © Horror to behold! Now T'm convinc'd that all 

it due Diſtempers ſeize that tempting Form of his, 


and 
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and render him ugly as he's falſe — Revenge! Revenge! 
III haſte to my Revenge. Exit Leonora. 

Od. That was Leonora; ſhe flies me as from her evil 
Genius, as well ſhe may, her Falſhood has render'd the 
Sight of me more frightful than a Ghoſt.- II follow her, 


and fee where ſhe goes, [ EXxM. 
Enter Sir Anthony with Uncle. 


Sir Ant. I hope you'll believe your own Eyes, tho“ yau- 


won't believe mine-—— O Misfortune! gone again! this 
is Conjuration — the Devil does ſtand her Friend, I 
ſee Where have you hid him? 

Unc, What is the meaning of this, Nephew? 


L. Thin. O dear Uncle, I'm glad you're come; Jean live- 


with that lewd Fellow no longer; he abuſes me, never 
was poor Woman ſo abuſed as I have been — He keeps 
Company wi:h Strumpets, mects em before my Face, 
careſſes em under my Noſe — and then to mend the 
Matter, he accuſes me of meeting Fellows when I han't 
ſtirr'd out the whole Day, and have done nothing but 


cry'd my Eyes out for his Falſhood. Het. 


Unc. I'm very glad I ſtaid to ſee your Innocence 
clear'd —— And now, Friend, what have you to ſay for 
your felf? [ To. Sir Anthony. 

Sir Ant. What J have to ſay is, that when two ſuch 
Fiends as the Devil and a Woman lay their Heads togg- 
ther, what can a pcor Sinner do? 


L. Thin, This is his rambling way of talking to 


me, he gives me other Sati>faction. 


Uzc. No! but il make him give you Satisfaction, and- 


me Satisfaction too —— What, Sir, are not you fatished 
with being falſe to her Bed, but you mutt aſperſe her Ho- 
nour too? Not only her Honour, but the Honour of 
us all that are her Kindred, 
Sir Ant. What a plague made me bring him here? 
Why could not I punith her my felt? [ Jſaces 
L. Thin. And pray, Maſter, what am I? I think my 


Perſon is not ſo deſpifable that you need run after other 


Folks. I'm no Monſter. 
Sir. At. But I am, thou* Nature had no hand in it. 
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Unc. What's that you mumble, Sir? 
L. Thin, See, he's beginning again. | 
Unc: I'll make you know, Sir, that I've a Hand and a 


Sword to revenge an Affront offered either me or my 
Friend — And fo, Sir, I expect that by your future De- 


meanor, you make her ample Satisfaction for theſe Ca- 
lumniations. 
Sir Ant. I can't help my ſelf now; this is the Cate- 
chiſm of Matrimony. [Aſide. 
Unc. Come, let Miſunderſtandings ceaſe—— take her 
by the Hand Come Neice, be Friends with him for 
this time For J hope I ſhall be troubled with no more 
Complaints. Joins their Hands. 
Sir Ant. No more, Sir — You have the moſt obliging 
way of 'making up Quarrels Pox take ye, [ {fide 
L. Thin. He's always very good before you, and carries 


it fo ſlyly, that a Body would not think he was given to 


ſuch Wickedneſs, but I'm fhrewdly afraid he'll rebell as 
ſoon as you're gone. 

Sir Ant. Rebel! Againſt my own Wife too——O An- 
thany! how low art thou fallen! What has Matrimony 


brought thee to ? 
Unc. Come, Friend, leave rambling, and make much 


of your own Wife. 


Sir Ant. So much, that I'd willingly make a Preſent 

of my Share of her —to the Devil. [ 4ſede. 

Unc. Now I've made you Friends, and ſet all things 
to Rights, I'll take my Leave — Fare you well. 

[Fxit Uncle. 

Sir Ant. Fare you well moſt heartily, Sir—— and the 


Devil take; ye. [Looks after him.] Is he gone? — that's 


well. Returns.] Are not you a moſt triumphant ſort of 
a Harlot? In the firſt Place to cuckold me before my 
Face and next to ſhew your ſuper- excellence in lying 
to turn the Guilt upon me. 

L. Thin. What, beginning already! then I'll call back 


Uacle. 


Sir Ant. [Stopping her.] Hold, I believe I can deal with 
you without him; come, Huſſie, come — PI! lock you 
in. [ Exit pulling her off. 
Wo ACT 
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ACT v. SCENE 1. 


Enter Leonora. 


Ten. J Reachery is a Baſeneſs which my Soul abhors; 


but why ſhou'd 1 guard Meaſures with him 
that is a Traytor to his Love? No; Now will | fawn 
and truckle to a Wretch I hate, on purpoſe to be reveng d 
on this Monſter of Ingratitude: Here he comes that muſt 


do the Buſineſs, 


Enter Sterling. 


'Tis with an extremity of Bluſhing, I preſume t appear 


before your Face after the Folly I've committed againſt 


you. 


i Sterl. You were indeed a little too bold with my Per- 
on. 

Leon. What ſhall I ſay to excuſe a Crime committed 
without Malice — but with all the Confuſion of my Soul 
I ask.your Pardon, and flatter my ſelf, that if you did but 
know from what Motive I acted thus, you wou'd not 
think me quite ſo Criminal. 

Sterl. It is very hard to fiad an Excuſe for ſuch irregular 
Proceedings. 

Leon. It was no more than an innocent Piece of Female 
Policy in me to put your good Nature to the trial, upon 
whole Temper the Miſery or Happineſs of my Lite ſeem'd 
to depend — How cou'd 1 be too Cautious in an Affair 
of ſuch vaſt Concern — You know, when an unhappy 


Woman falls into the Power of an ill-natur'd Husband-- -- 


there's no Reliet but Death. 
Sterl. Upon my word, ſhe bas Reaſon, I did not think 


| ſhe cou'd produce ſuch a laudable Motive — I find ſhe's 


a Perſon of Foreſight at laſt [4jide.} But may I ven- 
ture to believe you ſpeak this from your Heart? 
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Leon. Speak, and tell me, What ſhall Ido to prove the 
Sincerity of my Intentions ? --- I'd Purchaſe your Eſteem 
at any Rate 

Sterl. She's a great Temptation to me- [ 4j;de.] But l 
hope there's nothing of that expenſive Temper in you, you 
ſpoke of when I faw you laſt? 

Leon, All an Invention but to try your Patience : No, 
Witneſs my whole Life, how far I've ever been from that, 
I cannot charge my ſelf with a Shilling ſpent in vain. 

Sterl. Then you do really think that a Man of my Expe- 
rience in the World may make a good Husband? | 

Leon. To convince you that I am ſincerely Penitent, I cone 
ſent to go this Minute to the Church, and the next Prieſt 
ſail join our Hands. 

Sterl. That is ſome fign indeed that you're in Earneſt ; 
but ſhou'd not we have your Father to bear us Com- 
Pany? 

Leon. Re's juſtly incens'd at me for my paſt Behaviour 
towards you, not knowing the Reaſon that induc'd to't---- 

and now to recover his Fayour, I wou'd prevent his fu- 

ture Commands by my Obedience- -- for I know there's f 
k 
] 
t 


F 1 


nothing. he defires more than that you and I ſhou'd be 
Married Therefore let's go this Minute to Church; 
and when we return, you ſhall ask his Bleſſing, and for 
me, Forgiveneſs, at the ſame time. * 
Sterl. I ſee nothing blame-worthy in your Propoſal ; 
nor do I apprehend any Danger in it, your Father and 1 ! 
have fign'd Articles. 
Leon. I have gain'd my Point; How Sweet is the Plea- 
fure of Revenge? Do you Sir, go firſt, and get Things in 


readineſs III only wait a Minute for my Maid, who ] 
expects ro find me here II follow you in an inſtant, 
upon the Wings of Love I il fly. | 
Sterl. I go. * [Exit Sterling. 
Leon, Methinks 'twill heighten the Pleaſure of my Re- 
venge, to let him fee I ſcorn him for a Wretch like 


this. 


Enter 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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E ter Isbel. 


Now '1:bel; IIl ſhew- you the Courage of a reſolute Wo- 
man- You ſhall ſce me Marry the old Fellow immediate 
ly, for I've conquer'd all my Fondneſs for Octavio. 

Is*, What's the matter now? 

Leon. Odtavio's falſe at laſt ; he treacherouſly purſues an? 
unlawtul Amour with another Man's Wife. | 

J. And is that all? 

Leon. All! What do you mean? | 

Lö. Nothing at all; He won't Marry another Man's Wife 
I warrant; *ts meer Gallantry, and Ilike him the better 
a ſign he'll prove a loving Husband -- he that's fo diſpos d 
to be Kind to other Men's Wives will be furiouſly Fond of 
his own, | 

Leon. What, are you Mad? 

Lö. Come, Madam, don't do a raſh Thing in your 
Anger that you'll Repent when you're Sober--- U tell ye. 
youll cry your Eyes out as ſoon as tis done know” 
by the Paſſion you're in, that yours is but a falſe Reſolu- 
tion inſpired by [:aluulie, as Cowards are ſometimes va- 
liant thro' Deſpair Have a little Patience, give your felt 
time to Cool, and I warrant youll come too again. 

Leon. I'll tear every String of this Rebel Heart, ſhou'd 
it again Relapſe into a Fondneſs for an Object which F 
ought to hate; but let's begon, I loſe time. | 

Octavio meets her as ſhe's going out 

Od. Before I bid you eternally Farewel, 1 came to re- 
proach you with your Iaſidelity; and when I fee you in 
Confuſion ſtruggling with your Guilt, Ui! leave you, never? 
to fee you more. 

Leon. With what Inſolence do you preſume to appear 
before my Face--- Come, let's be gone III fly him as 1 
would ſome Baſilisk, for ſure there muſt be Venom in his: 
Eyes. 

16. Stay a little, Madam, and hear what the Gentleman 
has to ſay. ö 
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OZ. What, no Excuſe to colour or extenuate your Crime. 
How fondly Man may be deceived! But Love is blind 
I thought that univerſal Nature muſt be changed e'er Leo 
nora prov d untrue--- What ſhall I fay ?--- But, Ob, I find, 
I love thee ſtill Live happy Leonora do, brave, inſult m 
Memory with that worthy Spouſe who brings you ſo much 
Honour, 

Leon. Yes, I will be content: It is not in your Power 
to make me otherwiſe — Pl live with Pleaſure to ſee 
thy Treachery turn to thy own Confuſion. 

OZ. My Treachery ! Speak, what Treachery can you 
Charge me with: Contuſion catch me if I can comprehend 
what tis you mean. 

Leon, Thou ſacrilegious Wretch; Why doeſt thou urge 
the Wrath of Heaven wich Imprecations, when I know 
that every Word you ſpeak is falſe as Hell 

OZ. Conſcious of my own Innocence, I fear no Curſe; 
but O, Leonora! look into your own Heart, and tremble 
to think what Puniſhment is due to thoſe that violate their 


Faith, 


Enter Sir Antony with ſeveral Swords and Daggers about him, 
and à Muſquet upon his Shoulder. 


Sir Ant. To Arms! to Arms! Eternal War I proclaim 
apainſt the bold Invader of my Honour. [Goes 10 a Cerner of 
| the Stage, and Exerciſes his Arms. not ſeeing them. 
Leon. Turn, turn, your Eyes, look back, then ſummon 
all your Aſſurance to deny the Crime with which you're 


charg'd. 
OF. What do I fee ? Looking behind. 
Leon. What, not a Word! Does your Conſcience fting 
to the quick at fight of one you've inju' d He's 
all confounded His Guilt has ſtruck him Dumb. 
Od. That Object ſnou'd raiſe your Bluſhes, if Truth or 
Honour have any place within your Breaſt. | 
{Sir Ant. lays down the Musket, and draws one of the Swords, 
Sir Ant. Under this Martial Wig my Courage grows, 


if meet him Bloedſhed and Slaughter mult A 
es, 
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Yes, I've vo vd his Death; nor is it in the Power cf 
Fate to change the dire Decree—— I'll make a Scabbard of 
his Soul to ſheath this Sword — ha, thus I'll attack him 
l tickle him with a Vengeance — l' ſend him 
on an Embaſly to Plato Prince of Devils. 
od. Who's this you'll attack? And who do you want, 
Sir ? [Gomg to him: 

Sir Ant. No body at all. Sir, not I. 

Odt. What mean thoſe Arms? 

Sir Ant, Arms, Sir! I hope you don't call theſe Arms 
— *cis nothing but a Dreſs I always wear in the Rain 
to--to--to prevent catching Cold. that's all. 

Octavio walks off, he takes up the Muſquet and preſents it. 
Pox! I'd like to have been furpriz'd, I don't care to 
be attack'd behind neither — now, now's the time if 
I have but Courage to lay hold on't——lf it ſhowd 
not kill him quite, the Rogue may do me a Miſchief 
Od I'm atraid to fire it I' attack by Sword, 
that's moſt honourable. | 

[Lays down the Muſquet. fleals after Octavio Sword in 

Hand, who turns by Chance, upon which he runs into 
ks Corner. 
Oh, the Devil! my Courage is gone, fled, 
d [Strikes himſelf upon the Stomach. 
Oh Cowardly Toad! Cowardly Toad! 

Oc. Yes, I ſee by him, that you've been guilty of the 
blackeſt Treachery that ever was committed againſt ſo 
generous a Love as mine, 

Leon. Forbear falle Traytor to aggravate your Crime 
by frivolous Accuſations, 

Sir Aut. One vigorous Thruſt will do the Buſineſs —— 
- Now, now's the time, make one brave, one honourable 
Attempt, and kill him while his Back is turn'd, 

[Steals behind Octavio again, runs into his Corner when he 

fees him ſlir. 

Oct. Do my juſt Reproaches move you? Then Ill for- 
bear, for fain would | find a Reaſon to juſtiſie you to 
my Heart, but *cis in yain, 


Leon, 
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Teen. I ſcorn meanly to deſcend to any Juſtiſication 
and know that my Innocence does not want ſo baſe an 
Advocate as you. | 

Of. What then, you glory in your Infidelity, and de- 
fend your Cauſe? — tis very well. 

Sir Ant, Yes, to be ſure, ſne does well to defend my 
Cauſe, — why ſhou'd ſhe not? And if I were 
not a very wiſe, and a very diſcreet Perſon, theſe Doings 
muſt end in Blood and Slaughter ſomewhere. 

OZ. What Frenzy has ſiez d the Man? What dces he 
Mean ? 

Sir Ant. You know what I mean well enough; 
and | think if no other Conſideration cou'd work upon 
you, your Conſcience, and the Care of your Soul, might 
mform you that my Wife is my Wife; but to come 
and attempt Lewdneſs with her, juſt at my Noiſe, is 
Popiſh and Arbicrary, and ſmells ſtrong of the Whore of 
Babylon. 

Oc. Your Suſpicions are frivolous and vain, I 
know ſhe's yours, but I love her too well, to attempt 
to rob her of her Innocence or Virtue, 

Leon. © the perfidious Monſter, nuw he owns he loves 
her; but I'll Rifle. my Concern, and anſwer him with, 
Indifference and Scorn. . [4jide. 

OF. And can you, Leonora, think me puilty of a 
Thought, that 


Leen. I'm innocent and unconcern'd; ſpeak to 
him; he's the Perſon injured; he can beſt in- 
form you, 


Sir Ant. Dear Madam, fince you have taken my Part, 
ſtand by fill; do you ſpeak to him, you talk better than 
J. Im, behind Leonora] Come Friend, let's hear 


what you have to ſay for your ſelf. 


Euter Lady Thinwit. 


Z. Thin. Pretty Miſs Frippery, have I found you? Me- 
thinks you might put your Charms to ſome better Uſe, 


| than to ſeduce honeſt Womens Hus bands, are not 1 
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idle Fellows enough in the World for ye? —— Will no- 
thing ſerve ye but forbidden Fruit? 

Leon. A moſt ingenuous Declaration; pray Madam, is 
this directed to me? | 

L. Thin. Yes, Madam, it is directed to you; and Ican 
tell ye, Madam, for all your Airs, if other People us'd'as 
much Art, perhaps they might look as tempting as your 
Lady ſhip. . 

Sir Am. [Catching hold of her.] Who ſent for you with 
a Pox to ye, — ha! 

L. Thin, Ne, I know you did not ſend for me, you 

anted to be private, I ſuppoſe; —— but your fine Diſ- 
guiſe there has not fay'd you; you ſee I'm as cunning as 
you, I watch'd you, and follow'd you hither; and now 
I know who my Rival is. 

Sir Ant. Hold your Tongue, Impudence; what, 
you're going to abuſe the Lady for taking my Part. 
You're in a deviliſh Tweague, for fear of loſing your 
Gallant, are ye? But there's no Body here will run a- 
way with him from you, unleſs the Devil be here Incog- 
nito; —— that Lady does not like him fo well I can tell 

OU. I 
: Leon. No, never fear, Madam, he's all your own for 
me; now you ſee, Sir, how falſely you're accuſed: 
Do you begin to comprehend the Matter yet ? 

OX. 1 can comprehend nothing ont. I'm aſto- 
niſh'd, 

Leon. So am I, at your Aſſurance. 


Enter Criſpin. 


Criſ. Oh! my Maſter's here; but I think he has got in- 
to bad Company tho; — Who's this? Don Owixot; no, tis 
the Prig that funn'd me out of the Letter, Remember 
Friend, I'm a threſhing in your Debt. 

16. Here's ſtrange diitraſted Doings; the more they 


talk, the more they puzzle the Cauſe, I'll put in a 
Word, and try it I can bring em to underſtand one ano- 


ther, Pray, Madam, give me leave to ask the Gentleman 
a Queſtion. Leon, 
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Leon. A Million if you pleaſe; what is't to me? 
Bb. Anſwer me, Sir, — Of what can you accuſe this 
ady? 
5 02. That in my Abſence, ſhe has betray'd my Love, 
and perfidiouſly forſaken me for another. Upon the 
firſt Rumour of her Marriage, I flew impatient to know 
the Truth ; --- and now | find her married. 
Leon. Me married! To whom? 
08, To that handſome Gentleman there. 
Pointing to Sir Ant. 


Leon. Who told you ſo? 

Oct. He himſelf this Morning. 

Ib. Is this true, Sir ? [ To Sir Antony, 

Sir Ant. I told him I was married to my Wife, and fo 
I am to my Sorrow; if he can prove me a Lyar, I'll 
forgive his making me a Cuckold. 

Oct. My Picture, which I gave you at our Parting, I 
found in his Hands; and he told me, he was married to 
the Perſon from whom he had it. 

Sir Ant. Very true; here it is, — I ſnatch'd it from 
her; and by that Means came to diſcover that ſhe had 
dub'd me Knight ot the forked Order. 

L. Thin. Fork'd Fiddleſtick! — I tell ye I found the 
Picture by Chance, and as I was following you, when 

ou ſnatch'd it from me, I ſiw this Gentleman at the 

„and he defr'd to ſtep into our Hall, becauſe 
he was taken ill; and Inever faw him before, and did 
not know the Picture to be his. 

Sir Ant. But the Letter, Spouſe, did that come by 
Chance too? 

L. Thin. What Letter ? 

OZ. Did you receive a Letter from my Servant? Here, 
Criſpin, is this Perſon that took the Letter from you? 

Ci Yes, Sir, that's he with that old Jron about him; 
1 knock'd at next Door, inſtead of this, not knowing the 
Houſe, and he receiv'd the Letter from me. - 11! Sr 
x, if you pleaſe, Sir. : 


Oct, 
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OX. No matter---we'll believe you, Friend · that Let» 
ter came from me, and was directed to this Lady. 

Sir Ant. Say ye ſo? 

2 S:e what a Monſter you are to ſuſpect me, 
Spouſe! 

TG, Tis I have cauſed the Adventure of the Picture. f 
it dropt from me when |] fell into that Fit, when you 1 
were ſo kind to help me. | 

L. Thin. What! was the Lady in @ Fit when I ſaw her 
in your Arms? 

Sir Ant. Yes; what a Monſter you are to ſuſpect me, 
Spouſe! 

Leon. He's innocent. how pleas'd I am to be undeceiv'd--- 
O Octavio! I'm rais'd from the Anguih of a black De- 
{pair to a Heaven of Hope and Happinels, 

OX. Pronounce my Happineſs with your own Lips, and 
lay you are not married, 

Leon, No, Octavio | {wear by all 

OF. Hear, hear. ye Guirdian Spirits that attend the Fair; 
hear and proclaim to all your airy Huſt the joyful ſound | 
that Leonora's true. ¶ Embraces her.) Thus heighten'd by 
Surprize my Joy can know no Bounds, 

Sir Ant Hey whoop believe the Man has found 
his Mare again. 

Leon. What has my Raſhneſs done? O, Octavio! in the 
wild Diſorder of my jealouſie and Rage, I took the un- 
happy Reſolution of obeying my Father's too ſevere Com- 
mands, and am to meet the hated Object immediately 
ro be married. 

Od. By all my hopes of Happineſs it muſt not be. 

Leon. Come hither, I:bel, and adviſe what muſt be done 
in this Extremity. 

b. You ſpoil all my Plots; juſt when we had work'd 
the old Fellow up to an Antipathy to Matrimony, 
I him a Cordial to ſtrengthen his Sto- 
mach. | 
Leon. Talk no more of that, be quick, and think of 
ſome Wile to extricate me from this Perplexity, the time 
is ſhort, my Father may come in upon us, and then g 


* 


ruin d. 
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Ib. Let me conſider! - What do you think if 1 ſhou'd.— 
[Whiſpers.] he ſuſpecting no Cheat, will never diſcoyer the 
Difference. 

Leon. I like the Deſign, fly inſtantly about it; it is no 
time for many words. [ Exit Isbel. 

L. Thin. This is ſomething like Reconcilement but 

ray, Sir, what Reparation do you intend to make me 
For all the Affronts and falſe Accuſations, 

Sir Ant. Never fear, Spouſe, I'll make you vigorous Re- 

ration but come, it feems we're both honeſt, tho 
we did not know it, ſo let's e'en kiſs and be 
Friends. | 

L. Thin. Well, for this once I will forgive you; but if 
ever you ſuſpect me again, defend your Forehead, that's 


Sir Ant. All, aye and enough too, for tis more than 
any Man alive can do that's married. 


Enter Uncle, 


Unc. Well, Neice, how does your Husband behaye hims 
ſelf now ? 

L. Thin. Very well, Sir, we're perfectly reconcil'd, dur 
Jealouſie cn both fides was occalion'd thro' a double Mi- 


ſtake, but now all's rectified. 
Sir Ant. Aye, we're as good Friends as ever we were 


after any Quarrel in our Lives — and we often {cold 
our ſelves into good Humour; for it ſeems I'm no more 


than an Imaginary Cuckold at laſt, 


Enter Morecraft, 


More. I thought, Sir, I had told you in plain Engliſh 
that we defir'd no more of your Vitns; pray what's your 
Buſineſs here now? | 

Of. I come animated with the ſame fire of Love once 
more to claim your Promiſe of my -marrying Leonora. 

Morec. What, are you coming over me with Promiſes ? 
if 1 did give you ſuch a Promiſe, tis plain you han't kept 

it, 
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it, for I've given that Promiſe to another ſince; and if 
a Promife be a thing you cou d not keep, ergo it muſt be 
a thing I cou'd not give; there's Law and Logick for 
3 

Sir Ant. Faith and ſo there is, and well argued too. [To 
Octavio.] I'm altogether of my Neighbour's Opinion, you 
ſhou'd have held the Promiſe faſt while you had it; if 
you've nothing better to ſay fer your ſelf, you may as 
well drop your Pretenfions, | 

Oct. Theſe are pittiful Evaſions; your Law and Logick, 
Sir, are a Compolition of Nonſenſe, the laſt Refuge of a 
rotten Cauſe, 

Sir Ant, Hem! Nonſenſe! od, and upon ſecond thoughts, 
I think it is Nonſenſe: Faith, Neighbour, you mult not 
put the Gentleman off with Nonſenſe, that's neither fair 
nor honeſt; now 1 find he's in the right, therefore you 
muſt give him your Daughter. 

Morec. The laſt Promite is like the laſt Will and Teſta- 
ment, always moſt binding in Law and Reaſon too. 

Sir Ant. Od, and fo it is, and 1 did not think of that 
when | ſpoke laſt. [Fo Oct.] Looke there, Sir, my 
Neighbour has the Law of his fide, you ſee it plain 
enough, ſo what {ignifies making any more words of the 
matter, | 

Oct. And is it thus you betray my hopes? 

Sir Ant, {To Morec ] O fie, Neighbour, you ſee he 
ſays you've berray'd his Hopes; I hate Treachery, it is not 
like an honeſt Man to betray the Gentleman, after all. 

Morec. His Hopes! what, do you think I'll ruin my 
Daughter for his Hopes? Il do my Duty, and make her 
do her Duty too; that is, to obey: I've provided. her a 
Hu-band fo Rich, he'll make her happy in ſpight of her 
Obſtinacy. 

Sir Ant. Nay, Obſtinacy's the Devil, that's the Truth 
on't; the Gentleman is an honeſt Gentleman, therefore I 
won't ſee him abuſed. Come, come, looke here now, 


Fil open the Caſe to you. 
| L. Thin. 
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L. Thin. taking hold of him.] You open the Caſe ! you 
never cou'd open a Caſe in your Life as you ſhou'd do 
let me talk to 'em,---I'll decide the matter I warrant. 
Morec. You may both ſpare your ſelves the trouble, 
here comes one that will decide it much better. 


Enter Sterling and label. 


Sterl. Come unvail thy Beauties, fair One. [Sees Leon. 

Ha! what do I ſee thee both here and there? 
Be. Come, a good Face needs no Mask. 
1 [ Shows her Face. 

Sterl. I'm trick d. Neighbour Morecraft you are a Cheat, 
Il take the Law of you. 

Morec. What doſt thou mean, old Boy? You ſee I'm 
ready and my Girl's ready. 

Sterl. Your Girl's a nie and you're another, you've 
plotted to and with one another againſt my Perſon; I'm 
pretty well acquainted with your Tricks. 

Morec. As you ſay, old Gripeall, we know one another; 
but if you han't a mind to marry my Daughter, fay fo, 

Sterl. You know I'm married already. 

Leon, *Tis done. DAſide 10 Octavio. 

Morec. Married! are ye? nay then | think we're finely 
bit. but pray explain for Faith I don't comprehend you 

er. 

Sterl. Then I tell ye, your Daughter there appointed 
me to meet her at Church to he married- but becauſe ſhe 
thought it too great a Drudgery to perform in Perſon, ſhe 

ſent her Maid to do it for her. 

Morec. But ſure you han't married her Maid, have ye? 

Sterl. Yes, Sir, I have. 

Morec. But cou'd not you know my Daughter from 
her Maid? 

Sterl. How ſhou'd I, when her Hoods hung over her 
Face, to hide her Virgin Bluſhes as ſhe ſaid. 

Morec. What is this World come to! adsbuds, Women 
are aſham'd to be thought honeſt now-a-days--- When they 
go to Church to be married, they hide their 8 — 

oot 
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ſooth · hut to meet a Gallant, they'll appear barefac d, and 
never bluſh for the matter. 

Sterl. After all, I don't know but the young Woman 
may make a better Wife than your piece of Vanity,---ſo 
I'm glad Pve miſs d ber. come, my Love, I'll make you 
as good a Woman as your Miſtreſs, 

L. Tis a good-natured old Husband. | 

Moree. I ſee Fate, in ſpight of all my oppoſition, has 
defign'd you for each other; I ſhall no lenger endeayour 
to oppole its juſt Decree, take her, and may you proſper 
together, [ Foins their Hands. 
O. Thus kneeling let me receive the mighty Bleſſing; 
for now I've attain'd the End of all my Wiſhes, I know 
no Happineſs beyond this. 

Sir Ant. This goes as I would have ir---but hearke, 
young Gentleman---take a word of Advice before you go 
from a Man of Senſe and Experience. Don't be jealous 


upon any account---for dye ſee, every Man that's jealous 


is a Cuckold, whether he has Cauſe or no. 


—— But he that's truly wiſe, 
Tho' he ſees all, will not believe his Eyes, 
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BOOKS Sold by W. Mears and 
J. Brown without Temple-bar. 


Ccompts for Landed Men, or a plain and eaſy Form, 

which they may obſerve in Keeping Accompts of 
their Eſtates. By Charles Snell, Teacher of Writing and 
Accompts at the Free Writing School in Foſter-lane. Alfo, 
A Guide to Book-Keepers, by the ſame Author, price 1-5. 
each. 

An Eſſay on Criticiſm. Written by Mr. Pope. The 
Fourth Edition. 

General Obſervations and Preſcriptions in the Practiee 
of Phyſick on ſeveral Perſons of Quality, gc. By an E- 
minent London Phylician, who was Contemporary with 
Dr, Gilford, Dr. Ridgeley, Dr. Meveral, Dr. Andrews and 
Sir Theodore Mayerne, Phyſicians in Ordinary to King Fames 
and King Charles the Firſt. Inſcribed to Sir Samuel 


Garth, Kt. P a4 
New Miſcellany Potts, Ah 12 Letters from 


2 Nun to a Cavalier, done into Verſe, the third Edition, 
with large Additions. 

A Treatiſe of the Operations of Surgery, wherein are 
Mechanically explained the Cauſes of the Diſeaſes in which 
they are Necd ful, grounded on the Structure of the Part, 
their Signs and Symptoms; alſo many New Remarks af- 
ter each Operation. To which is added, a Treatiſe of 
Wounds, and their proper and Methodical Dreſſings, en- 
larged with an Account of the Bandages, - and other Ap- 
paratus neceſſary in each Operation, Tranſlated from the 
third Edition of the French, Enlarged, Corrected and Re- 


viſed by the Author Foſeph de la Charriere. 


Prayers. 


Prayers and Offices of Devotion for Families, and for 
moſt particular Perſons upon moſt Occaſions. By B. 
Fenks, Rector of Harley in Shropſhire. and Chaplain to the 
* Right Honourable the Earl of Bradford, The fifth Edi- 
tion. 

The Country Survey Book, or Land Meter's Vade Mecum, 
wherein the Principles and Practical Rules tor Surveying of 
Land are fo plainly, tho' briefly delivered, that any one, 
of ordinary Parts, underſtanding how to Add, Subſtract, 
Multiply and Divide by the help of this ſmall Treatiſe a- 
lone, and a few cheap Inſtruments eaſie to be procured, 
may Meaſure a parcel of Land, and with Judgment and 
Expedition Plot it, and give up the Contents thereof. 
With an Appendix containing twelve Problems, touching 
Compound Intereſt and Annuities, and a Method to con- 
tract the Work of F*llowſhip and Allegation alternate, 
very conſiderable in many Caſes. Illuſtrated with ſeve- 
ral Copper Plates. By Adam Martindale, a Friend to Ma- 
themanica] Learning | | 

Truth Detended. and Boldneſs in Error rebuk'd, or a 
Vindication of theſe Chriſtian Commentators who have 
Expounded ſome Propheſies of the Meſias, not te be 
meant only of Him; being a Confutation of Mr. Whiſton's 
Book, Entituled, The Accompliſhment of Scripture Prophe- 
fres; wherein he pretends to diſprove all Duplicity of Senſe 
in Prophecy. To which is Subjoyn'd an Examination of 
tis Hypotheſis, that our Saviour aicended up into Heaven 
ſeveral Times after his Reſurtection; and in both there are 
ſome Remarks upon other #flays of the {iid Author; as 
likewiſe ia an Appendix and a Poſt{cripr witha large Pre- 
tace, by Nicholas Claggett. D. D. \rchdeacon of Sudbury. 

A Diſcourſe concerning the Exitence of God. By Ed- 
ward Pelling, D. D. Rector of Pet worth in Swſſex, and Chap- 
I. in in Ordinary to his Maj ſty. 

A Manual tor a Chriſtian Soldier; written by Eraſinus, 
and Tranſlated into Eugliſh. 

The'Perfran and theTurkiſh Tales complear, Tranſlated for- 
merly from thoſe Langues into French by M Petis de la Croix, 
Dan of the King's Interpreters, Reader and Projeilor 1 

"= . 


the Royal College at Paris, and now done into Engliſh 
from that Tranſlation by the late Learned Dr. King, and ſe- 
veral other Hands; to which are added two Letters from 
a French Abbot to his Friend at Paris, giving an Account 
of the Iſland of Madagaſcar, and of the French Ambaſſi- 
dor's Reception by the King of Siam, compleat in two Vols. 

Tatlers, complest in four Vols. 

Ot the Antiquity, Power and Decay of Parliaments. 
Being a General View of Government and Civil Policy in 
Europe, with other Hiſtorical and Political Obſervations 
relating thereunto. By Thomas Rymer, Eſquire, late Hiſto- 
riographer Royal. 

A Joyous and Peaceable State of Mind, the happy Fruit 
and Effect of Affiiftions, in a Sermon Preach'd on the Sad 
Occaſion of the Death ot her late Majeſty Queen ANNE, 
of Bleſſed Memory, in the Pariſh Church ot St. Clement 
Danes, Auguſt 8th, 1914. By W. Foſter, Rector of the 
ſaid Pariſh. and Chaplain to the Right Honourable the 
Earl of Exeter. Second Edition. 

A Letter from a Lady at Paris to the Pope, in defence 
of Women's reading the Holy Scriptures and Singing of 
Pſalms, againſt the Conſtitution of the Sth of September, 
1713. Which condemns the New Teſtament, with Moral 
Reflections, Publiſhed by Father See in France. Tran- 
flated from the Edition Printed at Paris. 

An Hiſtorical Account of the Ancient and Modern State 
of the Principality of Wales, Dutchy ot Cornwal. and Earl- 
dom of Cheſter. Collected out of the Records of the Tower 
of London, and divers ancient Authors; By Sir John Do- 
ridge, Kt. the Second Edition. To which is added his 
Royal Highneſs the Prince of Wales's Patent, both in Latin 
and Engliſh; Alſo an Account of his Dignity, Privileges, 
Arms, Rank and Titles of his Sons and Daughters. 

Ouranography, or Heaven Open'd; the Subſtance of 
Cardinal Bellarmine's Five Books, concerning the Eternal 
Felicity ot the Saints. Publiſh'd in Latin, and now made 
Engliſh, with ſome Variations. By B. Fenks, Rector of. 
Harley in Shropſhire, and Chaplain to the Right Honour- 
able the Earl of Bradford, 


A Philoſophical Enquiry into ſome of the moſt conſide- 
rable Phenomena's of Nature. In Two Parts. Wherein, 
1. The Divine Nature, with the Order, Cauſe, and ulti- 
mate End of the Creation, and particularly the Human 
Nature, are conſider d. 2. The Nature of the World, with 
the Progreſs of her ordinary Courſe, in Producing. Multi- 
plying, and Changing her various Species, are briefly ſtated. 
| Likewiſe, a Touch on her Detects ; with Regard to Mala- 
dies in Animal Bodies, and how, and of what, the ſame are 
formed; with a Hint to avoid Dangers in the Roſacrucian 
Navigation. The whole conformable to the Doctrine of 
Fermentation. 


M. Tully Ciceros Five Books of Tuſculan Diſputations vix. 


1. Of the Contempt of Death. 2. Of enduring Bodily Pain. 
3. Of moderating Grief of Mind. 4. Of other diſorderly 
Motions of the Mind. 4 Whether Virtue alone be ſufficient 


to a Happy Life. Done into Engliſß by a Gentleman of 


Chriſt Church College, Oxford. 

The Art of Prudence ; or, a Companion for a Man of 
Senſe. Written Originally in Spaniſh by that celebrated 
Author Balthazar Gracian; now made Engliſh from the 
beſt Edition of the Original, and illuftrated with the Sieur 
Amelet de la Houſſaie's Notes, By Mr. Savage. The 3d 
Edition, Corrected. 

The Hiſtory of Perſia, containing the Lives and memora- 
ble Actions of its Kings from the firſt erecting of that Mo- 
narchy to this Time; an exact Deſcription ot all its Domi- 
nions; a curious Account of India China, Tartary Ker- 
mon, Arabia, Nixabur, and the Iſlands of Ceylon and Timor; 
as alſe of all Cities occaſionally mention d, as Schiras, Sa- 
markand, Bokara, &c. Manners and Cuſtoms of thoſe People, 
Perſian Worſhippers of Fire; Plants, Beaſts, Product and 
Trade; with many inſtrutive and pleaſant Digreſſions, 
being remarkable Stories or Paſſages occaſionally occurring, 
as ſtrange Burials; Burning of the Dead; Liquors of ſeveral 
Countries; Hunting ; Fiſhing ; Practice of Phyfick ; famous 
Phyficians in the Eaſt; Actions of Tamerlane &. To which 
is added, An Abridgment of the Lives of the Kings of Har- 
mux, or Ormu x. The Perſian Hiſtory written in _— 

y 


av 


— 


by Mir kond, a famous Eaſtern Author: That of Ormux, by 
Torwnxa, King of that Iſland. Both of them tranſlated 
into Spaniſh, by Anthony Teixeria, who lived ſeveral Years 
in Perſia and India; and now firſt render'd into Engliſh. 
Letters of Abelard and Heloiſe. To which is prefix d. a 
particular Account of their Lives, Amours and Misfor- 
tunes, Extracted chiefly from Monſieur Bayle, Tranſlated 
from the French, | 
The Creation; by Sir Richard Blaskmore. pt hs 
The Lover; to which is added, the Reader, by t 
ſame Author. | 
The Mauſoleum: A Poem Sacred to the Memory of her 
late Majeſty Queen Anne, by Mr. Theobald, price 132. 
She wou'd and ſhe wou'd not; or, the kind Impoſtor, 
a Comedy, by Mr. Ciber, price 18. 


Abra Mule-: Or, Love and Empire, a Tragedy. The 


Third Edition, Price 1 5. 

Noah's Plood: or, the Hiſtory of the General Deluge, 
an Opera, price 1 s. : 

Poems on ſeveral Occaſions, viz. The Prevalence of 
Cuſtom. The Muſſulman s Dream. Fupiter and the Far- 
mer. The Spleen, The Philoſopher. The young Man 
and his Statue. Adam pos d. The Houle of Soerates. The 
Wit and the Beau. Cupid and Folly. Alcidor. The A- 
theiſt and Acorn. The Miller, his Son, and their Als, 
The Phænix. A Nocturnal Reverie. The Shepherd pi 
ping to the Fiſhes, Love, Death, and Reputation. Fanſ- 
camò s Barn. Alexander's Epiſtle to Hapheſtion. The Lord 
and the Bramble. The cautious Lover. The Equipage. 
The Executor. The Change. The Nightingale The 
Tradeſman and Scholar. Life's Progreſs. Ariſtomenes. &c. 
a Tragedy, exc, Written by the Right Honourable Anne, 
Counteſs of I inchelſia, price 5 s. 


Trojan Tales related by Ulyſſes, Helenus, Hector, Achilles 
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and Priam. 


Sir William Temple's Memoirs. 
Letters of Gallantry, by Monſieur de Fontenelle under 
the Name of the Chevalier 4 Her. 
The Cid; or the Heroick Daughter, a Tragedy. 
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